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This Ode to the Duke of Wellington, and the 
little Poems which follow it, are the genuine 
compositions of my youngest Son, and have 
been selected from a large collection of Ins 
Poetry in my possession, some of it written at 
the early age of eight years, and thence pro- 
gressively up to fourteen, the age which he has 
at present reached. . 

They are presented to^tfrepubJtos with * title - * 
• •*••** " • ••• 

sense of that respect which shei^d prevent :any 

•• ■■ • J • • • * 
man, from intruding impertinent jJretensioAs* 

upon it ; but at the same tinte uuffft'tte kiflu-* 

ence of an opinion, that many will be pleased 

with these natural specimens of poetical genius 

in a child ; and not without confidence in their 

candid appreciation of a talent, which, though 

yet imperfectly developed, has very rarely been 
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observable in an equal degree at so early an age; 
and perhaps never with so remarkable, and so 
constant an evidence of the possession of the 
technical language of Poetry, or greater instinc- 
tive discretion in the application of it. 

I do not disguise from myself the danger o? 
praise at so tender an age ; or even that of in- 
spiring into a school-boy, a taste for extra- 
academical fame* I trust nevertheless, that as 
these exercises are the fruits of industry, dur- 
ing his vacations and leisure hours at school; 

. and aq, neither parental nor professional care 
> * • • • • • • 

• will be tf anft^.to.preserve the necessary limits 

of fafurejndulgej^ln this respect; little or no 

• ipischief trili» arise from permitting this little 
•• • . . 

•v<nujn6 t»;*»pear» 
* • • , ; * 
Some of those who may cast an eye over 

it, and who may be disposed (I venture to 
think inconsiderately,) to extinguish all the 
little seeds of vanity in the tender mind, will 
perhaps give themselves the pleasure of con- 
tributing to check at least, their growth on the 
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present occasion. Others, who may be pleased 
to look propitiously on the first efforts of a 
scarcely fledged Poet, and give a gracious re- 
ception to so young, and so honest a candidate 
for public favour, will I trust in due time 
meet the reward of their kindness, by recog- 
nizing in his maturity, more exalted or more 
extensive titles to distinction. 



GEORGE DALLAS. 



St. Margaret's, Titchfield, 
Hants, June, 1S19. 
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XI 



TO 

FIELD MARSHAL 

THE MOST NOBLE 

DUKE OP WELLINGTON. 



My Lord Duke, 

It was the custom in days which 
Your Grace's recent splendid career 
has revived to our recollection, for the 
greatest Heroes of antiquity to receive 
the grateful homage of the Historian 
and the Poet. Permit me then, My 
Lord Duke, to offer to Your Grace, 
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this effusion of admiration with which 
Your Grace's unrivalled achieve- 
ments have inspired me. 

I am fully sensible of the presump- 
tion of this attempt to celebrate those 
heroic deeds which, in a quick succes- 
sion of brilliant events, have liberated 
Europe from bondage; an attempt 
to which the lyre of Homer, or Virgil, 
would prove inadequate. 

Aware therefore My Lord, of the 
rashness of such an undertaking, it 
must seem very daring in me, labour- 
ing under the disadvantages of Youth, 
and inexperience, to submit this un- 
worthy tribute of admiration to Your 
Grace's perusal; but confiding in Your 
Grace's indulgence, I overstep the 
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bounds of age and discretion, and have 
the honor to remain, with the greatest 
respect, 

My Lord Duke, 
your Grace's most obedient, 
and very humble Servant, 

ROBERT CHARLES DALLAS. 

Saint Margaret's, 
Titchfield, Hants, 
March 2, 1818. 
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[XV] 



LATIN VERSES . 
ransNTCD to 

THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON, 

WITH 

AN ENGLISH VERSION 
Dc&t 



OrnatumfoUis ducem. Hob. 

Urnae tristis honos, coelataque pompa sepulchri 

Martia qua rutilo facta colore nitent, 
Temporis hand falcem, tristesque arcere ruinas, 

Marmora non labem pellere pulchra valent. 
Nomen at Herois, cui capta cupidine famse 

Mens voluit bellum nobile, tela sequi, 
Gentibus excussit gladio qui saeva tyranni 

Vincula sanguinei, deripuitque jugura, 
Pectoribus populi raemoris per saecula vivet : 

Gloria non tumuk> famave morte cadit. 
Ipsiuset cantu dux O dignisajme Phoebi! 

Stella, decus patrium, gentibus alma salus ! 
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Si qua viroa virtus, coelo si praemia fortes 

Ulla manent, mundus si stat, bonorque viget $ 
Laus tua per fastos, post invida fata superstes, 

Sublimis penna sklera summa colet. 
Nulla tuam foedat feritas vitiumve coronam, 

Non cruor infando fusus amore mali : 
Gemmatum Ambitio regis diadema cruentans, 

Audeat baud lauros tangere saeva tuas. 
Ille quidem, victum qui signa stupenda per orbem 

Sparsit, et aerio flamine quassa tulit, 
Fortunam ad plantas duro qui compede nexit, 

Granici et Parcis viocula fixit aqua, 
Crimine faedatum dementi et caede reliquit 

Nomen, in aeternum justior ira manet. 
At tibt quae meriti quae praemia digna dabuntur 

Ulla satis ? capitis digna corolla nitet. 
Ereptus barathro mundus tenebrisque ruinae 

Excitat in laudem voce tubaque sonos. 
Grataque, jam fama sertum nectente, coronat 

Patria dilecti nomina cara duds. 
Est etiam coelo virtutis praemia dextra 
Justa tuae servans omnipotente Deus, 
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Qui texit pugna? jactatam turbine vitam, 

Dispulit et motoa node juvante dolos, 
Infid&que tuens ignotapertela per urbis 

Eripuit turpi funere fatafugans. 
Et tibi jam longampladdamque det ille senectam; 

Plenaque det nullo gaudia tacta malo : 
Det gremio pladdot florentem cernere pads 

Europam, in melius quam tua dextra dedit. 
Martia dum soboles genitoris facta, manumque 

J£quet> et in natos fama paterna cadat. 
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ENGLISH VERSION, 

Round the sad spot where, stretch'd oa Earth's 

dark bed, 
Sleep the pale ashes of a mighty dead, 
Though blazon'd trophies deck' d with martial grace, 
Shrine the last relics of a for fam'd race, 
Time's icy touch shall roar the sculptur'd bust, 
And mould' ring statues feed their native dust; 
But when some Chief, who fir'd by Glory*s charms, 
With ardent bosom seeks the shock of arms 
Where martyr'd Freedom lifts her dying call, 
Bursts a fell bondage, points a Tyrant's fall j 
His deathless fame shall scorn an earthly doom, 
And proudly soaring, mock the sculptur'd tomb. 
And Thou, whose worth the Lyric God of day 
Should stamp immortal with immortal lay, 
Whose arm hath shone in deeds of battle tried, 
A World's great Bulwark, and thy Country's 

pride ! 
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If Earth's wide fabric spurns the lapse of time, 
And tow'ring Virtue blasts the hopes of Crime ; 
If Crowns unfading meet the brave above, 
In the bright regions of celestial love; 
On buoyant wing thy praise shall soar on high, 
And smile at Fortune, as it sweeps the sky. 
No ruthless Rapine stains thy spotless name, 
Nor wanton carnage blots thy flight to feme ; 
Ambition's self, whose stern and deadly frown 
Soils the bright lustre of a Monarch's crown, 
Shrinks from thy piercing glance, nor dares to 

shed 
One drop of venom on thy laureU'd head. 
E'en that great Chief, who all resistless hurl'd 
His blazing thunders o'er a vanquish'd world ; 
Through farthest Earth his gilded banners bore, 
While conquest fenn'd them, streaming oe*r the 

shore; 
Mov'd like a God, with Vkt'ry in his train, 
As Fortune trembled in his tenfold chain ; 
And, when red slaughter swell'd the tide with 

blood, 
Fix d fete in bondage at the Granic flood ; 
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Soil'd with black crimes, debas'd a Tutor's sword, 
Till fetter'd kingdoms curs*d their tyrant lord. 
But round % Crown, what heav'nly splendours 

twine, 
What wreaths unfading bind thy brow divine I 
See, wond*ring nations lift their just applause, 
To bless the Champion of their sinking cause ; 
Bid Fame's loud trumpet ring through every clime, 
And blaze thy Triumphs— deathless, as sublime : 
While, more than worlds, a great, an high-thron'd 

God, 
Still guards thy honours with almighty nod; 
Whose arm unseen, 'mid battle's raging tide, 
Turn'd hostile thunders from his Hero's side j 
Burets the black guile a perjur'd City wove, 
When murd'rous hands to glut their vengeance 

strove j 
And, though e'en Hell should spread its blackest 

night, 
Drags yon foil'd Traitor to an hated light. 
Then, may His will, to whom all homage raise, 
To years of glory lengthen out thy days s 
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May peace and virtue crown each happier hour, 
And grateful Europe rain the gifted shower: 
May thy bright race enhance their Parent's name, 
And tread triumphant in his steps to fame. 
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DUKE OF WELLINGTON. 
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Anna, Tiromque, cano — Vi«. 

Wake, Muse JEolic, wake j inspire 
The living strains of Pindar's lyre, 
The lofty lay, the poet's fire, 

The bold enraptur'd tone : 
Strike, strike the strings in swelling notes, 
Hark! loud triumphant music floats 

In lengthened echoes thrown : 
From mount, from crag, from rock around, 
Each gale returns the varied sound : 
The vaulted arch, the dales rebound, 
With Wblleslby's martial name : 
While the proud concave of the sky 
Rolls back, in thunder from on high, 
The brazen blast of feme. 
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Hail genial gem! hail radiant star! 
Hail beacon light of Britain's war ! 
Whose crimson' d glories streaming far, 

Unsullied, pure, divine. 
While in their course the planets run, 
While flames the orb of India's sun, 

Shall ever dimless shine. 
Yes, Hero, yes, through every clime 
Thy name, in peerless flight sublime, 
Stamp' d on the airy wings of time, 

Shall scorn the shafts of Fate; 
Rouse each bold breast with patriot ire, 
Each warrior's heart with conq'ring fire, 

And teach him to be great : 
And as the tow' ring bird of Jove 
Scorns the dull field, the common grove, 
Aa though he sought in realms above 

The thunders of his God ; 
So Thou, as fresh as dawning day, 
Though stars themselves shall pass away, 
Though tott'ring spheres shall nod, 
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High-thron'd in dazzling rays shalt rise 
To seek, midst nations wond'ring eyes, 
With stoopless soar, the vaulted skies, 

The wreath of high renown $ 
Where Glory beams with fairest light, 
And Valour waves his pennon bright 

- Around the warrior's crown. 
And while the splendours of thy name, 
Thus deathless grace the page of fame, 
—Thy country's pride, a tyrant's shame ! 

And shrine that hallow'd day 
When first Thy Mother gave thee birth, 
Fledge of Thy future — present worth, 

To fire the poet's lay ; 
Fair virtue's beams around thy head 
Their kindred lustre widely spread, 
That throne the living and the dead ; 

And crown'd with spotless bliss, 
Grant the freed soul its just reward, 
Stamp'd by the hand of Heaven's high Lord, 

In happier worlds than this. 
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Thy mind hath scora'd the hell-born brood 
Of bandit chiefs, who thirst for blood, 
Who deeply drink the crimson flood, 

The life-stream of the brave ; 
Who fraught with stern and ruthless rage, 
Hurl harrow'd nations ev'ry age 

To one wide tearless grave. 
The world's great lord (when glory's blast 
Proclaim'd him conq'ror as he pass'd, 
And bore with laureU'd pride at last 

His legion eagles home ; 
When bugles breath and trumpets throat 
High tun'd their triumph's brazen note, 

And rang through startled Rome ; 
While shackled kings behind his car, 
And captive chieftains from afar, 
(The living spoils of Afric's war) 

His chariot wheels around 
Dragg'd a sad length of galling chain, 
And as it clanked and clanked again, 

Half trembled at the sound, 
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Saw venom'd bane his laurels blight $ 
And soil with shade of darksome night 
The trophies of his proudest fight ; 

The triumphs of his sword : 
Ambition, dyed with deadly hue, 
Full on his face her fell smile threw, 

And scared the mighty Lord. 
'Midst pomp of gorgeous state reclin'd, 
Despair and anguish rack'd his mind, 
And bade his tortur'd fancy find 

Dark images of death : 
While Conscience swell'd the trumpet's clang, 
And fancied Vengeance loudly rang 

His sentence with their breath. 

And did Ambition o'er thy soul 
Wield her stern rod and dark control, 
Deep in thy ear the death peal toll, 

And bid the blood stream flow? 
Was it Thy wish to hear the moan 
Of orphan babes, the filial groan ; 

To view the mother's woe 
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Wail her lost pride with madding cries, 
Who stabb'd before its parent's eyes, 
An hapless victim bleeding lies 

In youth's first budding bloom : 
And frantic curse the lawless hand 
Whose sanguine ruffians blast their land, 

And weave the deadly doom ? 

No ! 'twas the noblest, boldest cause, 
Unsheath'd the sword that Justice draws, 
Which bade Thee shield the sacred laws 

Of Heaven, of earth, and man ; 
Which rous'd in arms thy braver breast* 
From tyrant grasp a world to wrest, 

And vindicate their plan. 
Twas the sharp pang which nations feel, 
When bow'd by stroke of gory steel, 
Their social structures, stricken, reel 

Beneath the triple yoke, 
Which that free name to Rome so dear, 
Yet dew'd with Mem'ry's balming tear, 

Would ne'er, like thine, have broke. 
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Yea, 'twas a murder' d people's throes. 

Who hath'd in blood, denied repose, 

With tongue that gasps, and eye that flows, 

Implor'd an outrag'd God 
To snatch from fate's wide op'ning grave 
The relics of the injur* d brave ; 

To blast the tyrant's rod : 
And, by Thy arm, their life was giv'n, 
The spell was broke, the chain was riv'n ; 
Th' almighty frown of vengeful Heav'n 

Will'd that great task to Thee : 

To still the pangs of foiling Spain, 

To burst her adamantine chain, 
t 

To set a people free. 

O'er fetter* d Europe, widely gor'd 
By stern Napoleon's lawless sword, 
When at each wound a torrent pour'd, 

To join the wid'ning flood ; 
Fell Discord reared her frantic crew, 
And deeply dyed in sanguine hue, 
QuaTd the full bowl of blood. 
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Beneath the Gallic despot's power, 
Bark Treason's form was seen to lower, 
And midnight Murder wait the hour 

Her dagger's thirst to cloy. 
Then crested Carnage rear d her head $ 
Strode/ proudly strode, o'er heaps of dead, 

And grimly smil'd with joy : 
While round the wreath that bound his brow, 
Ambition's self bade nations bow, 
Bade prostrate kings kneel humbly low > 

And reeking yet with gore, 

Exalted sate, to crown the scene, 

O'er levell'd thrones that once had been, 

I 
But glitter' d then— no more! 

Screen' d 'mid the shade of atheist gloom, 

The kindred monsters o'er the loom 

Swore that dread oath which seal'd the doom ; 

And bade yon Source of Day, 
(Darkling his spell-bound beauties) shroud, 
And veil within a circling cloud, 

Tae glories of his ray. 
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Bat when Thy star, from glory's throne, 
Through that dark mist resplendent shone j 
Th' infernal sprites, with startling groan, 

All struck with conscious fear, 
Sprang wildly back amid the dead, 
To plunge in lowest Styx their head, 

And shook, lest Valour's spear, 
Firm in thy hand, at one dead stroke 
(Their Gorgon shield to atoms broke,) 
Should turn their savage joy to smoke, 

Their triumph to despair ; 
And arm'd with point of keenest light, 
Unfold their haunts unhallow'd night 

To day's bright beaming flare. 

On Spain's high hills, where Gallia's host 
Swore on proud Lisbon's towers to post 
Their flesh-fed eagles gilded boast, 

Thy arm there bore to fight 
Fair Freedom's flag— there first display'd 
The wreath to martyr d patriots paid, 

Who fall their land to right. 
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Thy martial bugle all around 
Bade men grow heroes at the sound, 
Swell'd every breast with ardent bound, 

To spurn inglorious ease. 
There rose the streamers floating high, 
There wav'd beneath a favouring sky, 

The banners with the breeze. 
Fir'd by Thy zeal, th'embolden'd throng 
With martial ardour pour'd along; 
Burst the foul chain, though trebly strong, 

Beneath thy piercing glance : 
Turn' d the bright beam of Vict'ry's scale ; 
Made Fortune's self, receding, fail ; 

And whelm'd the hopes of France. 
Lo! where entrench'd like giant rock, 
Horse, foot, their steely masses lock ; 
The new-sprung gallants seek the shock 

With flash of kindling eye ; 
And boldly prodigal of life, 
Rush, mid the battle's glorious strife, 

To conquer, or to die. 
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.Ere yet o'er Europe's fetter'd waste 
Thy foot the steps of Freedom pae'd, 
In Eastern climes bright Vict'ry trae'd 

The dawning of thy fame : 
On blazon'd annals, brightly told, 
Thy triumphs shone in streams of gold, 

While Glory stamp'd thy name. 
On Assate's plain thy guardian hand, 
Though fearful odds had bade thee stand, 
Forc'd the dread scourge of India's land 

Defeat and flight to find : 
Swept Scindeah's fierce and swarthy host, 
Backed e'en by Frenchmen's empty boast, 

Like dust before the wind. 

Beneath Thy flag, the flag that flows 
The pride of friends, the dread of foes, 
Our hallow' d cross resplendent rose, 

With pure unsullied light ; 
That cross where meek-ey'd Mercy knelt -, 
Where heav'nly Justice wakeful dwelt, 

And rul'd the t}de of fight. 
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Wide o'er yon heights, whose cloud-capp'd crown 
O'erhangs the glories of its town, 
The waving crescents proudly frown, 
Fann'd by the gale's soft breath ; 
While ordnance gaping on the foe 
Who rashly seeks the moat below, 

Point the dread storm of death. 
Hark, clamour rends the troubled sky ! 
With manly bosom beating high, 
" On to the breach!" The British cry, 

Their boldest at their head : 
Forward they press with boundless force, 
lake some vast torrent's swollen course, 

Through mountains of the dead : 
Both foot to foot, and blade to blade, 
The meed is fix'd, the gage is laid, 
With life or death the price is paid, 

The Bastions stream with gore j 
Through every street, and ev'ry gate, 
The cannons wing the bolt of fete, 
And triumph as they roar ! 
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DUKB OF WELLINGTON. 13 

fierce was the fray, but Britain ! thine, 
Thine was the palm where glories twine, 
And circling splendours join to shrine 

That happy, fame-fraught hour ; 
When thy bold heroes won the fight, 
Fix'd the red banner on yon height, 

And scath'd a tyrant's power. 
Dauntless though base, though savage brave, 
The fiery Sultan dar'd the grave, 
And scorn*d by recreant flight to save 

A life soon doom'd to fall ; 
Firm at the gap, he brav'd the blow $ 
With proud defiance met the foe, 

k And fiercely fac'd them all. 
And as the lion roaring rears 
(Press' d by a grove of hemming spears) 
His crested mane ; undaunted hears 

The bullets hiss around ; 
Breaks through the throng, the steely wood, 
Through jav'lins reeking in his blood, 

And glories in the wound : 
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So spurring on his foaming steed, 
He meets* the (ate by Heaven decreed, 
A deadly ball; yet, happy meed, 

For him who scorns to fly I 
Stretch'd on the earth, with clay cold brow, 
Lies that great monarch bleeding now, 

Who oft had dar'd to die. 

But when Rebellion rais'd her head 
O'er kingdoms darken'd with their dead, 
And proudly spurn'd with impious tread 

Their altars, and their fanes ; 
When Gallia's blood-stain'd atheist crew 
Soil'd monarchs in the dungeon's dew ; 

To nations threaten'd chains : 
Thy gallant chief, their pride to freeze, 
Sped his swift flight through foaming seas, 
Through billows swelling with the breeze, 

And roaring in their rage : 
O'er foiling Eubope spread the shield ; 
Bade kings the sword of vengeance wield* 

All panting to engage. 
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DUKE OF WELLINGTON. 15 

Led by his aim thy daring bands 
Flew, swiftly flew o'er hailing lands, 
With kindling hearts and flashing brands, 

To conquest, and to Spain : 
Check* d the proud course of pouring hosts, 
And shouted Freedom through her coasts, 

Till Europe rang again. 
His gallant zeal to vict'ry's side 
Turn'd struggling states, by wrongs allied, 
Taught tyrant factions upstart pride 

To bend a vanquish'd knee, 
Beneath that flag which, wrapt in fire, 
Wakes the quick flame of patriot ire, 

The flag of Liberty ! 

Yes, those fierce troops, inured to arms, 

To rapine, plunder, and alarms, 

Who lur'd by blood, defil'd the charms 

Of fair, but martyr' d Peace : 
Who hurl'd a monarch's humbled trust 
With shiver* d sceptre to the dust ; 

And bade an Empire cease: 
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Scar'd by that hand whose manly clasp 
Shakes tyrants, trembling in its grasp, 
Lifts injur' d monarchs from the gasp 

Of death, and dark decay 5 
Red, basely fled, with cow'ring heart, 
Like wolves beneath the hunter's dart, 

Like leopards from the day : 
Saw flashing gun, and piercing spear, 
Hurl fate and carnage in their rear ; 
Saw the red bolt of vengeance near, 

To right a nation's wrong ; 
Saw Conquest shrinking from their view, 
And sweeping fire with vivid hue 

Mow their faint line along 5 
While glowing thousands all around 
Dash'd their fbil'd standards to the ground ; 
While floating 'mid the battle's sound, 

•Mid chargers as they prance, 
Saint George's banners stream'd on high, 
Flash* d back the splendour of the sky, 

And swept the soil of France. 
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First on Vimkiea's craggy height, 

His risen sun with victfry's light 

Shone, proudly radiant through the fight, 

To cheer a gallant cause ; 
Spurr'd youthful heroe's ardent breast 
To rise at valour's bight behest* 

And conquer with applause : 
Thence, thence was trac'd the burning ray, 
Till thron'd in feme's meridian way, 
It flash'd intolerable day, 

To scare the tyrant's eye ; 
Which vainly strove with impious look 
To pierce Fate's dark and hidden book, 

Its secrets to descry. 
Till in huge burst the threaten'd flame 
With light'nings speed all vengeful came, 
Wbelm'd ike proud boast, th'imperial name, 

And forced its recreant lord, 
Dash'd from his triumph's empty pride, 
To kneel to those whom he defied. 

And stoop beneath their sword. 
C 
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Busaco's field shall add a crown, 

To stamp the Hero's high renown, 

As the wild meads, the woods that frown, 

All echo to the lyre, 
Which stamps their fight in swelling song, 
And boldly raptur'd pours along 

In strains of lofty fire. 

On Ta la vera' s tow' ring hill, 

By golden Trio's rapid rill, 

His verdant fame shall flourish still, 

The highest of the high : 
There his brave hand with valiant stroke 
The galling chain of bondage broke, 

And bade its minions fly $ 
Dash'd from the mountains craggy steep 
(Like light* ning flashing o'er the deep) 
The wakeful foe, who scorning sleep, 

Would plant his eagles there $ 
Whose gilded flight would soar in blood, , 
And Britain's hopes amid the flood 

With iron talon tear. 
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On Salamanca's blood-dy'd plain. 
What peals ! what havoc foams again ! 
"Tig Wellbslky's self who dares for Spain 

The worst a chief can brave : 
His eagle glance, with instant thought, 
One fatal error quickly caught, 

And that — the Gallic grave. 
StrahVd to the stretch, and spurr'd to speed, 
Each warrior plies the gallant steed ; 
O'er piles of dead, o'er heaps that bleed, 

With gore-dy'd hoof he flies ; 
Scar'd at the sight, yon trembling foe 
Breaks up the rank to shun the blow, 

And eharged— encircled— dies. 

On bright Vittobia's fertile space, 
Soil'd with sad slaughter, blood, disgrace, 
The fear-struck Gaul with panic pace, 

Flies, cow* ring, 'mid th' alarms, 
While horse and foot in heavy clang, 
And stab and stroke, all mingling, rang 

The deep ton'd din of arms : 
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Saw the proud pomp which, vainly great, 
He brought to deck his mimic state, 
Doom*d by the scourging hand of Fate 

To grace the Victor's train. 
Hurl'd from those joys, he spurs, he speeds, 
But press'd by thousands, widely bleeds, 

And marks his flight with slain : 
Reft of his crown, his peace, and fame; 
With haggard look, and heart-wrung shame, 
The puppet King from steel and flame, 

Now spurs his flying horse : 
Hark ! hostile coursers press behind, 
Rush darting on the wings of wind, 

And track the Traitor's course j 
Their gallant Lords now ride in view : 
They see — they spur — they urge anew — 
The cow'ring upstart pallid grew — 

Hark ! 'twas a carbine rung ! 
Some busy demon turn' d the ball ; 
Or Spain had triumph'd in his fell, 

And seen the viper stung. 
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But see ! yon Band now pours to fight, 
Nerv'd by despair, despising flight. 
Round the feU'n Chief their ranks unite : 

Then speeding to the strife, 
Stay the dread bolt of instant death, 
Redeem the Traitor's forfeit breath, 

And save a bitter*d life. 
Yes, torn by guilt's corrosive dart, 
Rack'd by remorse, by scorpion smart, 
Stampt by the curse that ne'er shall part, 

His feme he cannot save : 
Oh ! it were well if aught, when dead, 
Could heap oblivion on his head, 

And shroud him in the grave. 

Lo ! yon proud Mountain's cloud-capp'd line, 
Where hoary forests tow*ring twine, 
Where gloomy glades with squadrons shine 

With armour flashing wide : 
England, and Spain, in steep advance, 
Tread their bold way to trembling France j 

And scale the craggy side. 
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Tin tir'd of flight htr columns stand > 
TUl turn'd by shame each haughty band, 
Like tyger press'd by hunters hand* 

Springs forward on the foe : 
Gall'd by reproach, they dare to die; 
Reckless of life, they scorn to fly, 

Or lay their ensigns low. 
But Britons, eager to engage, 
Unbroke, a deadly conflict wage ; 
Brave the fierce rush of madding rage ; 

And, firm as sea-beat rock, 
€€ On ! on !," they cry j " the day's our owu 
" Each bayonet shall prove it won— 

" They cannot stand our shock." 
Oh ! still 'twere awful to behold 
A sight too wond'rous to be told, 
As the gay squadrons trick* d with gold, 

Round the steep Mountain rise : 
As though, for earthly bounds too great, 
They sought a wider space for hate, 

Amid the boundless skies ! 
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The strife is o'er— the day is won, 
Now sets, for aye, the Gallic sun. 
See ! routed, swept, her columns run j 

Run scattered o'er the plains, 
As Valour's self, to crown the tale, 
Gives England's banners to the gale, 

And crimson'd Conquest reigns. 
And as, convuls'd, in bellowing roar, 
Loud Etna's heights the fire streams pour, 
Awhile the flaky torrents soar, 

Then thund'ring to the ground, 
Sweep the tall wood, the tott'ring town : 
Hurl the burst Mountain, blazing, down, 

In one wide ruin round : 
Earth gapes — the wide abyss below 
Yawns, as though smit by Demon's blow ; 
Yon orb of day, now sinking low 

Sets, dy'd with streaks of blood ! 
While the huge ocean flares, and foams ; 
Bolls its red waves o'er prostrate domes 

Drown'd in the fiery flood : 
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So Wbllbslby's Bands, by WsLLMLSTled^ 
Forth from their height triumphant sped, 
Scar'd a strange soil with cooq'ring tread, 

And proud in Vict'ry's trust, 
Bore freedom on the wings of Fate, 
Whelm'd a base Tyrant's borrow'd state, 

And huii'dhim to the dust 

Strike, louder strike the thrilling lyre ! 
Breathe in each strain a bolder fire : 
Let soul- wrapt Fancy dare aspire, 

And shrine with deathless praise, 
That fight which crown'd our Champion's name, 
And stampt upon the page of Fame 

An all immortal blaze. 
Let the bold Muse, on tow' ring wing, 
Through the wide world his glories sing : 
Let the far Poles with Paeans ringi 

And Fame, to valour true, 
Bid the loud blast in triumph rise, , 
And earth re-echo to the skies. 

The Field of Watbbloo. 
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Lo ! \yhere, enwrapt by sable night, 
The British Bands all pant for fight; 
Count the black hours that shroud their might, 

And couch*d upon the day, 
With feVrish minds, and beating breast, 
They scorn the thoughts of sluggish rest, 

And hail the dawn of day. 
Dark was the night : the arrowy hail 
Pour*d hurtling on each mount and vale: 
And the rude demon of the gale 

Wak'd the wild winds to rage : 
Loud Boreas, riding on the blast, 
With whirlwind's wings swept roaring past, 

A kindred strife to wage : 
But when the Sun's bright burnish'd car 
Through Heav*n's wide portals shone from far, 
Flash'd on each casque the flame of war j 

Up starting from the ground 
They point the gun, they snatch the blade, 
While Soieic «e*8 dark and woody glade, 

Like lightning beam'd around) 
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Stride the proud steed who, free from fears, 
Champs his bright bit, and snorting rears 
Mid the mann'd grove of bristling spears, 

All panting for alarms : 
With swelling bosom then they cry, 
rr Friends, we may fall— but never fly.— 

" To arms, to arms, to arms— !" 



Lo ! on yon hill, with haggard face, 
The musing Tyrant strides apace, 
While all around, his pomp to grace, 

The minion Mabshals stand ; 
As erst the fallen angel stood 
Encircled by his hell-doom*d brood, 

And brav'd th' Almighty's hand ! 
When starting from his soul-fix'd trance, 
A ling'ring look he cast on France, 
Then o'er the field, where vict'ry's chance 

Hung pendent in the air; 
Emblazon'd arms with glancing pride 
The god of day's bright beams defied, 

And shot a mystic flare. 
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There Britain's blood-red banner flows, 
And frowning death on atheist foes, 
The crimson' d Lion rampant rose, 

With stern, and vengeful frown : 
Elate with pride, with rapine bold, 
The Gallic Eagles blaz'd in gold, 

And seem'd to grant a crown. 

Then bursting forth—" Til think no more 

** Fate wills it so— let cannon roar 

" Perish yon baffled host— 'tis o'er— 

" My Fortune gilds the day; 

" Ho! Marshals there \ give out the word, 

" Charge ! sweep yon slaves beneath the sword, 

" And onward to the fray." 
Fir*d at the speech, both foot and horse 
Form the long line — the massy force 
Sweeps o'er the plain in rapid course 

With hopes, and bosom warm : 
But Wbllbslxy's care, and eagle eye, 
The rising whirlwind can descry, 

And marks the coming storm. 
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Swift through the ranks with light* ning speed 

He boldly guides his bounding steed j 

" Stand Friends, stand firm, nor blush to bleed 

u At Europe's sacred call 

" Each to his post— they come, they come, 
" Sound the loud trumpet— beat the drum— 

" Right nobly face them all!" 

Each gallant breast then beating high, 
Sworn on their ground to win or die, 
They stand resolv'd— and such a cry 

Of Wkllksley! Wbllmsley ! rose. 
That the dread sound, as o'er the plain 
Its thund'ring echoes rang again, 

Half chill'd the charging foes. 

Now ardent France in mad'ning shock 
Pours on the foe, whose squadrons lock 
Firm as the front of tow* ring rock, 

With hand and heart, and head : 
With haughty look the charge they brave, 
Turn on the foes the deaths they gave 

tad heap their steps with dead : 



/ 
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Foot set to foot, with hostile rage, 

And soul-fix'd hate, the strife they wage : 

Death pays the fine 5 but life the gage 

That crowns the victor's might ; 
For well they knew that Europe' 8 fate 
On victory's balance pendent sate, 

And mark'd the chance of fight. 
High on his steeds and blood-dy'd car 
Sweeps o'er the plain the god of war : 
Shakes his huge lance, and joys afar 

In din of clashing arms : 
While dread Bellona o'er the field 
Rears her red crest, her gorgon shield, 

And thunders in alarms. 
Charg'd with loud death, and bellowing roar, 
Their fiery storm the cannons pour, 
Shake the deep line, and wet with gore 

Fly, killing with their breath 5 
Tear the green earth, as though they sought 
That cursM abode where demons fought, 

In the black haunts of death. 
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Stretch'd on bright honour's early bier, 
BedewM by valour's moisfning tear, 
The hero lies who, scorning fear, 

Leaps reckless to the grave ; 
And life fast ebbing from his heart, 
Smiles at grim death, defies his dart 

And falls, amid the brave ! 

Begirt with flames, which soaring high 
In smoky wreaths ascend the sky, 
Yon stately pile, where warriors vie, 

Now totters to the ground : 
While *mid the gloom each flitting spark 
Illumes the fbeman's visage dark, 

And lights the fray around. 

Here Picton fell ! He boldly bled, 
As to me charge his bands he led : 
Thrice glorious mark ! the bullet sped ; 

Fate winged it to its aim. 
But o'er his tomb shall Mem'ry tell, 
How Picton fought— how Picton fell! 

And balm the martyr d name. 
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But what red glare with sadden stroke 
Scares the dark gloom, the sable smoke, 
As heav'ns red bolts the night had broke, 

Conflicting storms to light 

Or Sol's dread car, when half the world 
The madding steeds to ruin hurl'd, 

Shone fierce and grimly bright ? 
Lock'd in gay steel, now trebly tried, 
In maily armour flashing wide, 
Yon tow'ring bands exulting ride, 

With shout, with din, and clang ; 
Whilst, as their pond'rous squadrons speed, 
And foams for fight each bounding steed, 

Corslet and cuirass rang. 

Next, lur'd by blood, the fiery Pole 
Scorns the fell thunders as they roll ; 
Shakes his bright lance, and nerves his soul 

No prostrate foe to spare. 
But Britain's chiefs their charge defy, 
" Break up the line," they loudly cry, 

" And rally in the square," 
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Finn in that square they brave the blow : 
A glance of stern defiance throw : 
And boldly wait the rushing foe 

With levell'd gun and blade : 
While fair Albania's martial pride 
Now joys to fight by England's side. 

And deems her valour paid. 
With waving tartan's graceful fold, 
And azure plaid in circles rolTd, 
With plumy bonnet bound with gold, 

Wide waving to the wind -, 
Her gallant Bands in bright array, 
Sworn all to fall, or win the day, 
Quail'd the fierce Lancer's mind. 

Hark! as the foremost squadrons dash, 
With spears all pointed for the crash : 
Each levell'd gun, each flaring flash 

Told a dread day of ire : 
Full on the Foes, who spur to die, 
Like rapid rain the bullets fly. 

Girt with a bellowing fire > 
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Mad'ning with wounds the startled hone 
Hurls from his back the bleeding cdrse :— 
They shrink— but lo ! — with sweeping force 

The Cuirassiers advance : 
" Fall those that may — the day is won— 
" Forth on the slaves — rush boldly on— 

" And fleece them with the lance V 
Glanc'd from their mail with ringing sound. 
The baffl'd balls, now deaden'd, bound 
Like hailstones from the frozen ground, 

Or shiver'd on a rock : 
Fiercely they charge j while bending low, 
The vengeful Polack aims the blow ; 

Anticipates the shock. 
And (though She gain the glorious meed 
To valour's worth by Fame decreed) 
Now Britain's self is doom'd to bleed 

Beneath the sweeping sword. 
Oh! could the song, the Poet tell 
What casques were cleft, what heroes fell, 

What gallant hearts were gor'd! 
D 
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But still, unbroke, her warriors stand : 
Pay death by death, turn hand to hand : 
While bowM by stroke of flashing brand 

Full many a crest is shorn : 
When stabbing spear with musket met, 
When sabre clashed with bayonet. 

And many a banner torn ! 
They fought not here to claim a glove, 
Or win a Lady's silken love, 
Twas Europe 9 $ fate that bade them prove 

Their conquest with their blood. 
Here crimson'd Carnage held her reign, 
Triumphant strode o'er heaps of slain, 

And revelTd in the flood. 

But see!— what dusty columns rise, 
And seem to shade the cloudless skies, 
When flashing death in Gallia's eyes 

The Guards now burst to day : 
Their jet-black steeds all foam for fight, 
And rush, exulting in their might, 

With Scotia's gallant Grey; 
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With nodding plumes, and banners spread, 
With blazing crests, and clamour dread, 
They shake the earth with thund'ring tread; 

The whirlwind rushes by : 
And while the coursers scour the plain, 
Loud shout-—" Revenge for comrades shun, 

" We'll triumph, or we'll die !* 
Swift at their head bold Uxbridge speeds : 
Their ardent Bands to conquests leads, 
To valour's prize, and martial deeds, 

With manly look and mien : 
And, as at once resolv'd he stood 
To yield his breath for England's good. 

Immortalized the scene. 
Full on the foe, now cloy'd with gore, 
The stern Battalions fiercely pour : 
Then peal'd the fight in deaf ning roar ; 

The shouts of battle bray : 
In Fortune's balance widely tost, 
They fell — they conquer'd— won— or lost, 

As ebb'd the eddying fray. 
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Hone set to Horse, and Man to Man, 
From rank to rank grim Slaughter ran : 
Bat who in British hearts can scan 

The cow'ring chill of fear? 
With brandish'd blade, and vengeful frown, 
They strike the cuirass, batter'd down, 

And hew the shiver'd spear. 
Nor triple steel, nor lance avail, 
Where dastard fear the mind can quail > 
The sevenfold shield, the steely mail, 

But hides a coward's heart : 
In Briton's soul there burns a fire 
Which flames in death j outlives his ire j 

And shines upon his dart! 

Now Conquest, dy*d in crimson hue, 
On England's helm triumphant grew ; 
Her Bands, exulting as they flew, 

The sword of vengeance wield? 
The prostrate Gauls expire in death, 
Rode, trampled down, they yield their breath -, 

Their thousands strew the field. 
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There — soks of Erin — gallant train ! 
Ye well aveng'd your Leader slain : 
With deadlier stroke Ye paid again 

The blow Ye wept to see: 
-Ah ! noble Chief, as o'er Thy grave 
The tear-drop foils, that shrines the bra ve ■ 

Sleep on — blest Ponsonby ! 

Where now is Gallia's Lord renown' d 1 
Has Ha, amid the raging sound, 
The deathless wreath of Valour found? 

Dar'd the dark jaws of Fate > 
No $ on yon shelter' d hill He stands, 
And views from far his slaughter* d bonds 

With look of fellest hate. 
Shorn of their pride, their vaunting mind, 
His squadrons fleeing on the wind, 
Scarce 'scape the Foe who spurs behind, 

And havoc in their rear : 
His downcast Chiefs imploring aid,— 
Vain promised hope— too long delay'd— 

WaQ the black ruin near. 
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And like the torrent's swelling course, 
Which bursts the mound that stems its force > 
With deaf ning roar and clamour hoarse 

Rolls its white waves around $ 
When some broad dam, or alpine wood 
Checks the loud tide, the dashing flood, 

And turns it to the ground : 
So the foil'd Tyrant's passions swell ; 
Grant his torn soul a wider Hell j 
From his spent tongue the accents fell — 

To spend their curse in air ; 
He stamps — he foams — he strikes his breast — 
Cries — " Forward ! — Forward ! — give me rest* 

" Ye Scorpions of Despair !" 

Not so— not lurking mid the fray — 
The British Hero marks the day : 
He scorns from Battle's tide to stay, 

While Carnage stalks in gore \ 
While dying warriors mark the strife y 
And martial glory cheapens life, 

Fast fleeting in the roar : 
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Swift o'er the field where madding France 
Now fiercely grasps at Vict'iy's chance, 
Like light'ning's bolt He speeds the glance : 

Then, bounding on his steed 
Where Danger rear'd his Gorgon bead, 
He boldly rush d where Conquest led, 

To triumph or to bleed. 
Lo I swept by charge of thund'ring steel, 
' Yon toil-spent masses fainting reel, 
The weaken'd bolt they scarce can deal, 

When Wbllesley bursts to sight : 
" Stand friends, once more — 'tis England calls, 
" Fame weaves the wreath for him that falls, 

" Turn— rally to the fight " 

With fire-new valour fierce they turn ; 
With freshen'd hope their Bosoms burn $ 
A living Crown — a glorious urn — 

Came flashing in their eyes : 
Brac'd every nerve and heart on flame, 
The Gallic wolves again to tame, 

And hurl them from their prize. 
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Where ruin rears its blackening form, 

And havoc hovers in the storm* 

There, there, He flies, each heart to warm 

To dare the deadly die : ' 

Though round Him swells the purple tide $ 
And Heroes dropping by his side, 

Bath'd in their life-blood lie. 

Here gallant Gordon, early great, 
With patriot valour brav'd his fete : 
Shed his bright blood to shield the state ; 

And sank — a setting sun ! 
But grateful Glory joins with Fame, 
To blend the Hero's hallow'd name 

With fallen Cameron ! 
Though Ossian*s harp now sleeps below, 
And Celtic strains no more shall flow, 
Wake the sad chord that strikes to woe, 

And prompt the pitying tear; 
Yet Morven's maids shall weep their doom ; 
In beauty's bosom raise their tomb, 

And consecrate their bier. 
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Hark! on the right, what cheering cries 

In spreading notes of Triumph rise, 

Pierce Heaven's wide vault— the concave skies 

With pealing echoes tear $ 
What streaming standards sweep along, 
What blazing banners shade the throng 

That, charging, thunders there? 
"Us Bluchbb comes— he comes, at last^- 
Now Gallia's hour of pride is past, 

Her sun is set— the die is cast— 
The Prussians cleave her crown : 
Full on her Flank the cannons roar, 
Their fiery deluge fiercely pour, 

And mow her squad'roas down. 
Their pressing Bands now crowd the field ; 
Their brandish'd blades aloft they wield ; 
Spur their proud steeds — the onset pealed— 

Earth thunders as they fly $ 
Loud shout the press — " Come, Comrades, come— 
" Sound trumpets — Liont !— beat the drum— 

" REVENGE and VICTORY!" 
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The fainting Gauls scarce stand the Ijlow : 
No more a proud defiance show : 
Their broken lines half fly the foe, 

Who glories in the fray : 
With wings wide hov'ring in the air. 
The keen-eyed vultures of Despair 

Now mark their carrion prey. 

Thrice happy hour ! great Wbllbslby cries, 

Now Vict'ry twines the laurel prize ! 

Then speeds his glance, his gladden'd eyes, 

Where Blucher's squadrons shine : 
Midst martial notes and cheering sounds, 
His foaming charger proudly bounds 

Along the British line : 
" Now, gallant Friends, for Britain's right, 
" One effort more — one stroke of might 
" Close your brave toil— and crown the fight — 

" Then — forward to the charge — 
" Dash the bright spurs in charger's flanks, 
" Sweep with loud shock yon trembling ranks, 

" Cry, England and Saint Gborge!" 
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Then rose the shout, the din, and clang ; 
Then, Vict'ry ! Vict'ry ! loudly rang; 
Till the bold cry with piercing pang 

Smote the fell Tyrant's heart : 
When o'er his brow such tempests grew, 
Like as some fiend of blackest hue 

Had stampt him with his dart 
Their meed, their prize now full in view, 
One eager look— one glance they threw — 
Then o'er the plain resistless flew, 

Their Chieftain at their head : 
Each gallant heart now throbbing high. 
Oh ! could they fail to win the die, 

By such an Hero led ! 
The routed Gauls now 6trew the sand : 
They shrink — they fell — they cannot stand : 
In one wide mass their fear-struck Band 

Flies scatter'd o'er the plain : 
But dark Confusion speeds behind j 
Pale chilling Panic palls their mind ; 

And havoc heaps their slain. 
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Here England halts— her blood that flows — 
Her toil — her wounds—nil, claim repose. 
But Prussia's Bands still track the foes, 

Now quicken'd by their fear : 
First in their van grim Terror strides ; 
While blood-smear*d Vengeance sternly rides 

With Ruin in their rear : 
Though car-borne Phoebus, fiercely bright, 
Deep in the ocean sinks to night; 
lair Cynthia sheds her temper'd light, 

And beams upon the ground : 
Casts the soft ray on each pale corse— 
On helm and blade, on man and horse — 

To light the slaughter round. 

Fresh from the Field's triumphant test, 
By Conquest crown'd, by Glory blest ; 
With conscious pride and raptur'd breast, 

The Hero marks their flight : 
Seqi British valour seek the sky, 
And kindred ardour, soaring high, 

Track its red course with light. 
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But when the Slaughter** sanguine hue 
O'er his full eye its horrors threw : 
When dying warriors met his view, 

Yet welt'ring in their gore -, 
Who fir'd by Fame's inspiring charms, 
Bore his bright standards— sharM his arms — 

And now — to share no more ! 
In melting grief his manly mind 
To streaming sorrow joy resign'd ; 
Pale weeping willows softly twin'd 

To shroud the Soldier's grave : 
And as he bent to bless their bier, 
Dew'd their bright Relics with the tear 

Which Friendship, drooping, gave. 

Stretch'd on the Earth's dark cold day bed, 
With youth yet circling round his head, 
Illustrious Brunswick greatly bled : 

Pride of his People's love ! 
When freedom rouz'd the bugle's breath, 
He heard the call— he rush'd to death, 

And fell— to shine above. 
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Weep, Britain, weep, awake to woe : 
Hush the loud sounds of triumph low : 
Bid the sad strains of sorrow flow : 

Bid dirges peal the toll : 
Wail the great loss, the spirit gone, 
A martyr'd Hero's fallen son, 

And strike upon the soul. 
Deep o'er his urn let Glory trace 
His feats of arms -, his noble race ; 
Let sculptured trophies lend their grace 

And crown the Hero's name : 
'Grave the bright oath that wak'd his doom, 
Spurr'd his great Mind to scorn the tomb, 

And strung his soul to Fame. 

Freed from the danger's theaten'd stroke, 
Her galling bond by Wbllbsley broke, 
Now Europe spurns the servile yoke, 

On Gallia wreaks her chain ; 
The meteor light that stream'd in blood, 
Sets deeply sinking in the flood, 

Sets,— ne'er to rise again. 
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Yes, Tyrant! Yes, thy thread is spun : 
Thy transient course of vict'ry run : 
Black ruin blots thy darken*d sun. 

And rises in the storm : 
While Conscience marks thee for despair $ 
Knocks at thy heart j and raving there, 

High rears her frantic form. 
To sting the world thou' at done thy best : 
Now scourging Justice mars thy rest j 
Thy venom cankers in thy breast 

As curses blast thy birth : 
And the fell Fiend that rab'd thy Crown, 
With scoffing malice tramps thee down, 

A reptile on the earth. 
Had'st thou but dar'd the shades of night, 
And welcomed Fate amid the fight : 
One glist'ning streak of spotless light 

Had gloss* d thy name below : 
Then in the tomb thy guilt had slept : 
Some sinful tear thy fall had wept, 

To wrong thy brighter Foe. 
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But Hist'ry's curse, in every age, 

Shall stamp thy crimes— thy guilty stage : 

And vengeful annals branding page 

Thy coward feats proclaim. 
First in the vaunt — but first to flee- 
Curst as thou art, thou still shalt be, 

And bold — but in thy shame. 
Thinks't thou again to deal thy nod ) 
To hurl thy frown, and shake thy rod ? 
No; Heav'n's swift bolts, that right their God, 

Shall blast thee with their breath : 
And the same pangs thy hand hath dealt, 
In that black bosom doubly felt, 

Shall stab thee deep as death. 
Remorse shall rise 'mid scorpion's smart, 
To lift thee, writhing, on its dart : 
Freeze thy chill' d blood, and wring thy heart 

With barb of rage and fear; 
Till thy crack'd mind to madness strung, 
Shall shriek for fate to " cool thy tongue/ 9 

And end thy torments hone. 
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The blood that flow'd to cloy thy pride, 
When Jaffa swell'd the purple tide, 
Shall hem thy steps, and haunt thy side, 

In waves of carnage roll'd j 
The poison'd victims* closing eye, 
Convuls'd in death' 3 last agony, 

Shall fix thee dumb and cold. 
The sable Chieftain's stalking shroud 
Shall wake in midnight's black* ning cloud, 
Roll his red eye, and grimly proud 

Smile on his murd'rer's pain : 
While widow's shriek and orphan's moan, 
The strangled captivbs* struggling groan, 

Shall harrow up thy brain. 

Could none but those who foremost stood 
To seal with life their country's good, 
Cloy that insatiate thirst for blood ? 

No victims but the brave ? 
Aye — must thou dread with nightly fears, 
Tyrolia's curse, Tyrolia's tears, 

Around her Hofbb's grave. 
£ 
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Though o'er the Hero's ashy breast 
The dews of Heav'n serenely rest, 
And o'er his cold sod's grassy vest 

The choral requiems roll,— 
Still in thy ears his death shots ring, 
And fancied vollies loudly bring 

Hell torments to thy soul. 

What pallid spectre rears his head ? 
With gory bosom haunts thy bed ? 
His martial mien, and warrior tread, 
Now burst his turf-clad tomb : 
Tis webpino Bourbon's slaughteb'd Heir t 
Think — if thy coward heart can dare- 
On ! think on D'Enghibn's doom ! 
In thunder's voice his accents roll : 
Tear thy base mind, and chill thy soul : 
Seem, sternly seem, to sound the toll 

That knells thy dying day : 
" Mark these wide wounds, and think on mb ! 
" Monster ! Earth gapes — Hell roars for thee— 
" While demons claim their prey." 
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Ye, who to sympathy appeal j 
For crime and cruelty can feel ; 
Ye iron tribe, with hearts of steel, 

Who wail a tyrant's fell ; 
Hark at yon shrieks that rend the skies — 

'TIS MURDER* D PaLM FOR FREEDOM dies ! 

Here weep — at pity's call : 
Borne with your Idol o'er the deep, 
There, let an ill jilac'd sorrow sleep t 
His harden'd breast had scorn' d to weep 

At bleeding virtue's cry: 
But if ye seek a tear to boast, 
List to the groans of D'Enghiin's Ghost : 

And heave one sacred sigh ! 

Yet cease, ye Nine, a gloomy vein ; 
Sound the stretch'd strings to bolder strain: 
Wake the loud blast of Fame again, 

To Triumph's tow'ring swell : 
Let fancy wing her buoyant flight, 
And swiftly seek, in prouder height, 

A proudei* theme to tell. 
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No more a suff 'ring world bewail : 

Tune ev'ry chord to glory's tale: 

Let each light breeze, each passing gale 

Now bear the blast of Fame : 
Let shouting Freedom fill the note $ 
And zephyrs, wond'ring as they float, 

Re-echo Wellbsley's name. 

Hark, through the air what accents roll ! 
What strains of triumph strike the soul ! 
Such the bright Thund'rer's stern control 

Peal'd, sounding from on high, 
When that red arm, inflam'd to ire, 
Hurl'd Earth's dark Giants, wrapt in fire, 

With ruin from the sky. 
Lo, 'mid the crash, what golden blaze 
Bound yon fair forms with splendour plays ! 
Fame, borne with Vict'ry, blends her rays 

In airy circles whirl' d : 
Bids her loud clarion swell the note, 
To echoes strain its brazen throat, 

And rouze a wond'ring world. 
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Wake Nations, wake ! to wonder rise, 
'Mid grateful millions' tow* ring cries : 
Let martial music pierce the skies- 
Yet louder peal again — 
Let golden strings now swell the key, 
And big with heav'nly symphony, 

To valour lift the strain. 
HaQ the bold Chief who saw your yoke $ 
High reared in air his vengeful stroke ; 
Your iron fetters bravely broke, 

And quell' d your Tyrant's frown ; 
Tore from his brow with matchless might 
An injur' d Monarch's trampled right, 

And hurVd his Eagles down. 
Twab His, to burst your galling chain : 
'TWAS His, to tear your bonds in twain : 
'Twas His, to dare th' embattled plain : 

To conquer— or to fell : 
Twas in tour cause, his sword he drew : 
'Twas in tour cause, to fight he flew ; 
He flew — and righted all. 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



54 ODE TO THE 

His, was the pride, alone, to save : 
To spread before the sinking brave, 
Whom rebel upstarts would enslave, 

The shield that baffled Death : 
Oh I hath not Heav'n some special crown- 
Some wreath eternal — for renown 

UnsoiTd by mortal breath f v 

Wide o'er yon plains where, bath'd in gore 
When Murder flew from shore to shore, 
Her crimson'd steeds to battle bore 

The goddess of the fray j 
Where high in air th* Oppressor's ban 
Spurn'd the soil'd rights of prostrate man, 

And stampt them with his sway : 
See golden Peace, with healing art, 
Fours blissful balm to ease the dart 
Which rankled in each bleeding heart; 

And wipes the deadly dew. 
See Plenty crowns the gladden' d year, 
And stills the voice of famish' d fear, 

With smile of angel hue. 
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In yon fair grove's sequester' d shade, 
Where once 'twas blood bedew*d the glade, 
And sheath'd in slain the purple blade 

Mid Despot, Atheist's nod : 
Torn with curs' d steel, like Demon's spell 
Fresh from the depths of burning hell, 

The Creature from his God 1 
Loy'd child of Heaven Religion, blest, 
Best balm to set our griefs at rest, 
Lifts the pure incense of her breast 

In notes of heartfelt praise: 
While grateful Psans loudly ring ; 
And Nations sav'd adore their King 

With loud all-hallow'd lays. 

Bright Halcyon days ! when sorrows cease, 
And bloody Factions kneel to peace ! 
When milder arts with joys encrease ! 

And Commerce crowds the seas ; 
Spreads o'or the deep her swelling sails, 
As fortune fens the genial gales, 

And smiles amid the breeze ! 
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And Britain ! Thou, of ev'ry dime, 
Where virtue braves the lapse of time, 
Where Faith and Anns, and Arts sublime 

Their blended lustre spread : 
While Mem'ry heaves the grateful sigh 
O'er the cold sod where Heroes lie, 

And honours deck their bed ; 
Bid thy fam'd Bards their tears forego, 
Whose solemn dirge, sedate and slow, 
Wak'd the chill cadence of their woe 

To weep thy Charlotte* 8 doom : 
Lift Thou their lyres that sadly hung 
On weeping willows mute, unstrung, 

In sorrows o'er her tomb : 
Hail with loud strain these happier days j 
Thy Hbro's glory claims its praise ; 
And Fancy fires the swelling lays 

Where deeds immortal shine. 
So while in air the accents float, 
Thy name shall grace the living note. 

His triumphs spring from thine. 
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Bright seat of Mara ! Thrice happy State ! 
In Arts — in Arms— in Virtue, great ! 
Whose pow'r has burst the book of Fate 

Though Nations round thee bled : 
Crush' d haughty Gallia's tyrant sway; 
Torn her dark Eagles from their prey ; 

The Laurels from her head : 
No foreign foe shall soil thy strand 
While freedom lifts her guardian hand ; 
Nerves the bold hearts that girt thy Land, 

And shrines thy martyrs' pain : 
While martial valour nobly glows $ 
Shakes from his lance the death of foes ; 

And gilds thy George's reign. 

Wide o'er the world, with conq'ring gleam 
Like crimson Glory's gilded dream, 
Thy blood-red banners proudly stream 

Unfurling to the gale $ 
While Vict'ry swells their floating fold, 
Nods on thy Sons her crest of gold, 

And Wonder writes the tale. 
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Thy vessels rule the willing seas ; 

Spread their white sails, and court the breeze ; 

Breast the loud billows at their ease 

O'er ocean's wat'ry plain : 
From the dark tubes their thunders roar 
In peals of triumph o'er the shore. 

Redoubling o'er the main : 
And as they skim the wint'ry wave, 
Thy hero Nelson's spirit brave, 
Freed from yon stone's ignoble grave, 

Looks downward from on high : 
Marks with blest joy his own lov'd Me ; 
Gilds his bright features with a smile 

Illumining the sky. 

Then staxnpt on Hist'ry's bumish'd page, 
Though bloody bands their factions wage, 
Yon Name shall rouze each wond'ring age 

To kneel at Valour's shrine : 
And the bright wreath of Him, who hurl'd 
Its Tyrant from a bleeding world, 

With Nxlson's name shall twine. 
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Yes, gallant Chief ! No tongue shall tire, 
Nor fancy slack her glowing fire; 
No hand shall drop the fainting lyre, 

When mem'ry cites thy deeds : 
When Glory moves the list'ning throng, 
To Praise's tabrets joins her song, 

And Honour crowns thy meeds. 

Bright Prop of Europe's tott'ring power, 
When hov'ring rain seem'd to lower : 
The pride, the hope, of every hour! 

Thy race of glory won, 
All hail! while Albion's joyful cries 
In spreading notes of triumph rise ; 
While Earth proclaims Thee to the Skies, 

IMMORTAL WELLINGTON! 
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Page 4, line 8. The World: 9 Great Lord, #c— 
Caesar. It is computed that upwards of three mil- 
lions of souls perished in the wars of Csesar. 
" What millions died that Ceesar might be great.*' 
Campbell's Pleasures of Hope. 

P. 6, L 7. And weave the deadly doom.— 
During the war in la Vendee the ferocious repub- 
lican soldiery bayoneted the children in the villages 
they destroyed 5 and it has been stated in print 
by a General who commanded them, that they 
marched out of the villages with infants on the 
points of their bayonet*. 

P. 7, 1* 6. The relics of the injured brave.— 

Qua nos relliquias Danaum, &c. &c. 

Virgil, JSneid. 
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P. 8, 1. 3. And midnight Murder.— 
It is needless to say what victim is here alluded to 
The fate of Pichegra must, exclusive of all other 
crimes, fix on the memory of Napoleon an indeli- 
ble stain ; and those bloody walls which so often 
echoed to the sighs of his unhappy victims shall, 
while they remain the monument of his perfidy 
and baseness, serve as a beacon to warn posterity 
from a lawless ambition untempered by modera- 
tion, generosity, or forgiveness. 

P. 8, 1. 16. The kindred monsters o'er the loom.— 
" Now, brothers, bending o'er th' accursed loom, 
" Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his 
doom." 

Gray. 
P. 9, 1. 16. Swore on proud Lisbon's Towers, 

Buonaparte in his address to the Legisla- 
tive Body on the 25th October 1808, said—" In 
" a few days I shall put myself at the head of my 
" armies to crown, with God's assistance, in Ma- 
" drid, the King of Spain, and to plant my Eagles 
" on the Towers of Lisbon." But half of this 
bombastic prediction was fulfilled. 

Inque notos partem vertere procells. 

Virg. 
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P. 11, 1. 8. On Assay** plain.— 
The particulars of that memorable day are too well 
known to trouble the reader with any circumstan- 
tial details, or to attempt any further panegyric on 
a battle which must ever stand high in British esti- 
mation, from the unsullied and refulgent lustre it 
sheds on the conduct of our Hero, and the deter- 
mined valour of the brave troops immediately 
under his command. 

P. 12, 1.2. The glories of Us town. — 
Seringapatam. This siege took place before the 
Battle of Assaye, although that action has, by pro- 
lepsis or anticipation, been introduced before it. 

P. 13, 1. 9. Fiery Sultan.— Tippoo. 

Perhaps it may not be here amiss to lay before 
the reader a detail of the death of that monarch, 
extracted from Elliott's Life of Wellington. 

" It was now known that Tippoo Sultaun had 
*' fallen in the battle, and diligent search was made 
" for his body. After much difficulty it was found, 
" encompassed and almost covered with piles of 
" dead. During the dreadful conflict, he had dis- 
" played great personal prowess, the effect pro- 
"bably of desperation, rather than of intrinsic 
" valour. Seeing the advance of the British, on 
44 both ramparts, he hastened towards the gate of 
F 
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" the inner fort, followed by his palanquin, and a 
" number of officers, troops, and servants. Here 
"he received a musquet ball in his right side: 
" but he still pressed on, anxious to penetrate 
" through the arch of the gateway, when he re- 
" ceived a second ball close to the other. The 
"European troops now surrounded him. His 
" horse was shot from under him, and his follow- 
"ers fell around in great numbers. He sunk 
" to the earth from loss of blood, and excessive 
" exertion. While he was leaning in the arms 
" of one of his adherents, a soldier, tempted by 
" its value, seized at his sword belt. The expir- 
" ing monarch still had sense to resent the auda- 
" cious insult, and aimed a feeble blow with his 
" scymetar : the soldier levelled his musquet, and 
" shot him through the head. He instantly expi- 
" red : and his corpse was soon buried beneath 
" the falling bodies of his followers. It was of 
" great political importance, however, to ascer- 
" tain the fact of his death beyond the possibility 
" of doubt, and General Baird determined there- 
" fore to discover his body. Directed by one of his 
" attendants to the fatal spot, it was necessary to 
" drag away heaps of the slain before the object 
" of their anxious search was discovered. When 
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** found, his eyes were still open, nor had the 
" warmth totally forsaken the lifeless trunk. 
" Coloned Wellesley, whose activity had led him 
" to the spot, thought there existed some feint 
u hope that the vital spark was not quite extinct : 
" but, upon examination, it was found that death 
" had triumphed ! The Sultaun was then con- 
" veyed in a palanquin to his palace, and was in- 
" stantly recognized by the eunuchs, and other 
" servants of the family. His turban, jacket, and 
" sword belt were gone : the reward of some 
" enterprising hand, which had dared the grave in 
" quest of gain. One of his officers tore from his 
" right arm, the talisman which superstition had 
" placed there, and whose inutility, as a sacred 
" protection, had been so fatally manifested. It 
" consisted of some manuscripts in magic Arabic 
" and Persian characters, and an amulet of a brit- 
" tie metallic substance, like silver, sewed up in 
" pieces of ine flowered silk. His body was in- 
" terred the next day with all due and appro- 
" priate honors, in the mausoleum of his father. 
" He was in the fifty second year of his age. 

P. 14, 1. 15. Thy gallant Chief, *c. 
What a noble picture is it, to a disinterested 
reader, to contemplate the pr ogr e s si ve expulsion of 
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the French from the Peninsula by the invincible 
prowess of our gallant Hero. When he first land- 
ed to give freedom to Spain and Portugal, and 
finally to Europe, what did he find ? Was it a peo- 
ple glowing with that patriotic enthusiasm the 
world was given to suppose ? Was it a ministry 
ready and eager to support or organize any at- 
tempt made by the people en maue towards the 
expulsion of the common enemy ? Or was it a dead 
apathy pervading both the councils of the junta, 
and the hearts of their adherents? Where was the 
glowing valour, the devoted enthusiasm of those 
who fought and fell at Saragossa ? Where was the 
heroic spirit of that people who but a few months 
before had, in Madrid, blocked the streets of their 
own capital with their fallen corpses, and even in 
the agonies of death made their last effort to strug- 
gle against their oppressors? He came, diffusing 
hope and confidence among his friends 5 but im- 
parting terror and dismay to his antagonists— He 
found the early seeds of valour crushed, almost 
extinct in their infant bud, but bade them shoot 
forth with redoubled and resistless vigour— He 
found despair sown— but reaped the full harvest 
of undying, imperishable glory. 
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P. 15, L 17. Who lured by blood, *c— 
Alluding to the horrible and bloody massacre 
which took place in the streets of Madrid on the 
2nd of May, 1808, a day which will be for ever 
memorable in the annals of Spain, from the un- 
pararelled scene of perfidy and cruelty with which 
it has been stained by Buonaparte and his brother- 
in-law Murat j men born as it were to annihilate 
the universe by making their fellow creatures burst 
every moral tie which holds mankind to nature, 
and become the tools of intriguing hypocrisy and 
the basest passions, to gratify their boundless and 
sanguinary ambition. 

P. 15, 1. 19. Humble trust, *c. 
The almost total annihilation of the Prussian 
monarchy by the arms of Buonaparte, is what is 
here alluded to. 

P. 17, 1. 1. Vimiera's craggy height.— 
Vimiera was not, strictly speaking, the first bat- 
tle fought, and victory gained, in Portugal under 
the command of the Duke (then Sir Aurthur Wei- 
lesley), but as it was of more consequence than 
that of Roleia, which actually took p\*ce first, it 
has therefore been introduced in its stead: Roleia, 
comparatively speaking, was but the radiant 
morning of a more refulgent day. 
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P. 17, 1. 12- Which vainly strove, *c— 
The vain glory and temerity of Buonaparte, 
cannot be better exposed than by his own sense- 
less predictions and oracular gasconades ; — vide 
his speech to the Corregidor of Madrid, in which, 
after explaning the nature of his mission, he af- 
firms the Bourbons can no longer reign in Europe, 
which, with various others of the same stamp, can 
only serve to expose his inflated and audacious 
folly. 

P. 18, 1. 1. Bunco's field, *c— 

This battle was fought the 27th of September, 
1810, and reflects on the conduct of the noble 
Duke, and the brave troops under his command, 
the most distinguished honor, from the exemplary 
manner with which all the judicious manoeuvres 
of our noble General were executed, and the com- 
plete success which became their final result 

P. 18, 1. 17. Scorning sleep. — 

The third and most desperate attack made by 
the French on General Hill's division took place 
about midnight. 

P. 19, L 6. One fatal error, *c— 
Marmont's extension of his line to its left, and 
advance on the British right, which, as the Duke 
himself observes, notwithstanding that his troops 
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still occupied very strong ground, and a position 
well defended by cannon, gave the allied army an 
opportunity of attacking him, for which his Grace 
had been long anxious 

P. 20, 1. 1. Saw the proud pomp, $c. 

Besides all the ammunition, baggage, stores, &c. 
of the French army, all the household of Joseph, 
his plate, and even his star was taken. The ene- 
my it seems were so confident of victory that they 
took no precautions against defeat, and, what puts 
us very much in mind of the state of Pompey's 
camp when taken by the Roman conqueror after 
the battle of Fharsalia, they had prepared every 
thing for the enjoyment of their anticipated suc- 
cess. This is well described in a letter from a 
young officer stationed with the army in front of 
Pampluna, speaking of the late victory. 

" In the great battle of the 21st, the enemy 
" were so confident of victory, that they did not 
" make any arrangements respecting the wives of 
" the officers of the army, even of the highest rank. 
" The Countess Gazan, the wife of the Marshal 
" who was second in command, was among the 
" number that were taken, but every attention 
" was paid toner, and they were all sent to Pam- 
"plunawith.a flag of truce next day, in their 
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" respective carriages, some of which were of the 
" most elegant description. The entire house- 
" hold of King Joseph we also had the honor of 
" laying hands on : and his money, plate, and 
" clothes of all kinds, were banded about our 
" camp that night for sale by our men, who were 
" also happy in having fallen upon the waggons 
" containing his most choice wines and delicacies 
" of all sorts ; and you must suppose that our 
" having nothing but half a pound of wheat, and ' 
" a pound of very miserable meat, for more than 
" ten days before, for each day's ration, which we 
" washed down with muddy water, it having 
" rained incessantly all that time, gave us no small 
" appetite for the luxuries that were then set be- 
" fore us. 

" After the dangers and fatigues of the day, our 

" men, reserving the brandy for themselves, gave 

" the officers of the different companies the cla- 

" ret, champaigne, and burgundy in profusion." 

Elliot's Life of the D. of Wellington, p. 487. 

P. SO, 1. 18. Hark ! 'twas a carbine rung ! — 

Joseph owed his safety to the quickness of his 

horse. Captain Wyndham of the 10th Hussars 

entered Vittoria at the very moment thai Joseph's 

carriage quitted it. He immediately pursued the 
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carriage and fired on it. The wretched fugitive 
had just time to mount a horse, when he escaped 
by the protection of about fifty dragoons who en- 
gaged with the English hussars, and they gave 
him time for flight. 

P. 21, 1. 15. Proud mountain 9 $ cloud-capp'd 
line. — 

Pyrenees. The desperate but successful actions 
which took place successively on the 28th, 29th, and 
30th of July, 1813, may be truly reckoned among 
the most brilliant of his Grace's exploits; his per- 
sonal gallantry on this occasion was eminently con- 
spicuous. Being marked by the enemy, and of course 
exposed to the hottest fire, he still was destined to 
escape unhurt from the perils that surrounded him. 
A nearly spent shot struck the sword-plate of the 
Marquis of Worcester, who was attending as his 
Lordship's extra Aide de Camp, knocked him off 
his horse, and glancing, passed through Lord Wel- 
lington's sash. Private accounts also state that 
General Barnes, who commanded the 7th division 
had at least twenty shot through his cloaths and 
hat, but yet most miraculously escaped unhurt. 

P. 23, 1. 17. Yon orb of day— 
During the eruptions of Mount Crebla in Ice- 
land, (whose volcanic explosions seem far to have 
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exceeded in sublime and destructive magnitude 
those of Mount JEtna) amongst other awful and 
convulsive phenomena of earthquakes, &c. the sun 
is seen to set tinged all over with bloody streaks, 
his disk, when just about to sink into the ocean, 
being entirely of a deep blood colour. In these 
eruptions, vallies of above a hundred fathom deep 
and many miles in extent, are entirely filled with 
burning lava, which then dividing itself into sepa- 
rate fire streams, sweeps the whole country with 
irresistible force, involving the peasant's cot, the 
produce of his labour, together with the larger 
structures of the higher classes, churches, villa- 
ges, and extensive fields, in one promiscuous ruin. 
The reader will excuse applying in simile these 
disastrous effects to uEtna, as a mountain more 
known, the eruptions of that volcano being gene- 
rally accompanied with no great disparity of cir- 
cumstances, though perhaps not always with the 
same terrific effects. From the eruptions of Mount 
Crebla, and its vicinity, in the year 1783, which 
lasted near five months, a famine ensued which 
swept off 11,000 inhabitants, 22,000 horses, and 
199,000 sheep. Hooker's Account of Iceland. 

P. 24, 1.21. The field of Waterloo.— 
Every candid reader must be of opinion that it 
would be as needless as misplaced here to attempt 
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to enlarge on circumstances so recently and so 
deeply imprinted on the public recollection., or to 
offer any further encomiums on a battle which, by 
liberating a world from bondage, both defies exam- 
ple, and baffles panegyric. 

P. 25, 1. 8. Dark was the night — 

It was a most dreadful night; . the rain fell in 
.torrents, and was very oppressive to the troops, 
bivouacked as they were in the midst of the mire, 
and not having time to construct any temporary 
shelter. Elliott's Life of Wellington 

P. 86. 1. 9. The muting tyrant. — 

Scarcely were the French troops formed, when 
Buonaparte, who had taken his station on a hill, 
not far from the farm house at which he slept, 
sent orders to begin the attack. He walked to 
and fro with his arms folded over his breast at a 
short distance from his staff. 

Elliott's Life of Wellington. 

P. SO, 1. 10. Yon stately pile.— 

Hougoumont. 

P. 31, 1. 1 5. The fiery Pole.— 

The Polish Lancers were proverbial for their 
ferocity and sanguinary disposition. Their base 
and barbarous practise of spearing the wounded, 
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cannot be better exemplified than by the animated 
description which the Hon. Colonel Ponsonby 
(brother to the lamented Sir William Ponsonby, 
who fell a martyr to these unsoldier like ruffians,) 
gives of such a scene. 

" But we had no sooner passed through them, 
" than we were attacked in our turn before we 
" could form, by about 300 Polish lancers, who 
" had come down to their relief. The French 
" artillery pouring in among us a heavy fire of 
" grape shot, which however for one of our men 
" killed three of their own $ in the melee I was 
" disabled almost instantly in both my arms, and 
" followed by a few of my men who were pre- 
" sently cut down (no quarter being given), I 
" was carried on by my horse, 'till receiving a 
" blow on my head from a sabre, I was thrown 
« senseless on my face to the ground. Recover- 
" ing, I raised myself a little to look round, being 
" I believe at that time in a condition to get up 
" and run away, when a lancer passing by ex- 
" claimed, 'Tu n'es pas mort coquin ,* and struck 
" his lance through my back $ my head dropped, 
" the blood gushed into my mouth, a difficulty 
" of breathing came on, and I thought all was 
« over." 
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P. 39, 1. 5. WhUefaxr Albania, *c. 
The intrepid conduct of the Highland regi- 
ments, during the whole of this arduous day, and 
the firm undaunted manner in which their squares 
received the overwhelming and terrific charges of 
French cavalry, cannot but call forth from every 
tongue the glorious tribute of admiration. 
P. 34, 1. 18. The Guard* now burst to day— 
The guards distinguished themselves highly, 
charging and driving the cuirassiers before them 
into deep gravel pits, whence they were unable 
to extricate themselves. At one time of the day 
the French cavalry darted forward to seize our 
artillery, but were assailed by the heavy cavalry, 
and after a great deal of promiscuous bloodshed, 
were completely routed and eventually destroyed. 
P. 37, 1. 7. Sleep on blest Ponsonby /— 
The fate of this ever to be lamented officer is 
too well known to require any comments. The 
atrocity of circumstances attending his foil, how- 
ever much to be regretted, yet did not go unre- 
venged, for his brigade coming up, put to death 
every one of the lancers. 

P. 37, 1. 12. No; on yon sheltered hill, *c— • 

It was near seven o'clock, when Buonaparte, 

who had till then remained on the hill from which 
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he saw clearly all that was passing, contemplated 
with a look of ferocity the hideous butchery be- 
neath him. He incessantly sent fresh troops, with 
orders to charge and force their way, in spite of 
every resistance. He was several times told that 
appearances were bad, and that the troops were 
exhausted •, but his only answer was " Forward ! 
'Forward!*' 

P. 38, 1. 15. Not io—not lurking, *c— 
What a contrast between the conduct of Buo- 
naparte, and that of the Duke of Wellington, 
during the whole of this arduous day. His Grace, 
who always takes a pride in descanting on the 
services of his brave companions in arms, while 
he modestly abstains from the remotest allusion 
to himself, was no inactive spectator of the scene. 
For ever foremost in danger and difficulty, he was 
now rallying broken infantry, now, when he per- 
ceived a square wavering, rushing into the midst 
of it, and exciting his brave fellows to seal the 
triumph of their country, with their own or the 
blood of their enemies. His Imperial Majesty 
was out of reach of shot ; and if we may credit 
Ney, was so cautious of his own personal safety, 
as to have prepared means for flight before the 
commencement of the battle* 
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P. 40, 1. 5. Though round him, *c— 
Sir William de Lancy received the shot which 
caused his death while in conversation with the 
Duke of Wellington, who stood reconnoitring with 
his glass, while balls were showering around him, 
and his staff was dropping, and dying by his side. 

P. 39, 1. 15. With fire-new valour, *c— 
Despight thy sword and fire-new fortune. 

King Lear, Act V. 
P. 4«, 1. 15. Now, gallant friends, *c— 
The Duke himself at the head of the foot guards, 
spoke a few words to them, which were answered 
by a general huzza, and then guiding them with 
his hat, the attack was made on all sides with per- 
fect success. 

P. 45, 1. 17- Illustrious Brunswick, *c— 
During the action the British sustained at 
Quatre Bras, this gallant young hero received his 
death wound. A musquet ball, received through 
his bridle hand into the belly, entered the liver. He 
expired in a few minutes. 

P. 46, 1. 12. Grave the bright oath, *c— 

Alluding to the oath which, animated by a gal- 
lant and chivalrous spirit, he took, never to sheath 
his sword till he had revenged his father's death. 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



80 NOTES. 

P. 47, 1. 8. Toitmg the world, *c— 
The vulgar upstart insolence of Bounaparte to 
the sovereigns, and great families of Europe, is 
fresh in the public recollection ; while his base 
and unmanly treatment of the Queen of Prussia, 
can never be forgotten. 

Infandum Reginajubes renovaredolorem. 
P. 48, 1. 5. First in the vaunt, $c. — 
Whatever proofs of extraordinary military talent 
Napoleon may have displayed, it cannot be denied 
that he has given very convincing ones of his 
capacities for flight. In Egypt, at Leipsic, and 
Waterloo, when defeated, instead of attempting 
to bring off his troops as a skilftil general would 
have done, we see him arriving in such haste at 
his capital, that his Imperial Majesty was the 
first fugitive who brought the tidings of his de- 
feat. With what sang froid he attempts to treat 
the contempt of every brave and good man, we will 
not attempt to define j but who shall describe the 
indignation of his troops, when they heard he 
had arrived safe, at the capital in good health and 
spirits. 

P. 49 1. 5. When Jaffa swelled, &,— 

The massacre of the prisoners of war at Jaffa. 
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P. 49. L 5. The poison' d victims, *c— 
His own wounded thus destroyed. 

Sir Robert Wilson's Campaign in Egypt. 
P. 49, 1. 8. The sable Chieftain's. 
Toussaint. 

P. 49. 1. 13. The strangled Captives. 
Pichegru, Wright. 

P. 49, 1. 21. Around her Hofeb's grave, 
This brave man, after rouzing his countrymen 
to resist the invasion of the French, defeating re- 
peatedly their armies, and performing prodigies of 
valour, was at last compelled to conceal himself, 
on the reduction of the Tyrol: and his place of 
retreat being discovered, he was seized and put to 
death by order of Buonaparte, in violation of all 
the laws of humanity, and the usages of civilized 
warfare, amidst the tears and lamentations of the 
surrounding spectators, who witnessed the heroic 
manner in which he met his fate on the parade of 
Mantua, where he was basely shot. 

P. 50, 1. 12. 'Tis weeping Bourbon's, *c. — 
The Duke D'Enghein. 

Heavy as it may appear to charge with crimes, 
horrible as any to be found in the history of the 
G 
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world, a man whose moderation, had it kept pace 
with his talents, would have placed and fixed him 
on the highest pinnacle of human ambition ; yet 
the atrocious crime of seizing a young Prince 
in the dead of night, in a neutral territory, and 
causing his execution in the middle of the next 
night, is a degree of sanguinary and appalling 
revenge, that no blaze of talents, no glory of 
fame, no splendour of regal power, can ever ef- 
face. Years have rolled away since the perpetra- 
tion of the crime, and the wounds of sorrow yet 
remain unclosed ; but that bloody deed, which 
has struck so fatal a blow at the illustrious house 
of Condi, remains in all its original horror, the 
universal execration of mankind. Strange as it 
may appear to after ages that even this deed has 
not been without its palliators, with what tenfold 
indignation shall it be said, that when the right- 
ful Monarch of France was, by the interposition of 
Providence, restored to his throne, justice slept on 
the tomb of his murdered relation, and his assas- 
sins, and the agents of his destruction, remained 
unpunished, and uncondemned ! 

P. 51, 1. 6. Murdered Paha, *c. — 

This respectable bookseller was, contrary to 



\ . 
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the law of nations, condemned to die by the fero- 
cious Davoust, and basely shot, for having had 
the courage to give circulation to various pub- 
lications, having for their aim to rouze all Ger- 
many to a brave resistance of the French tyranny. 

P. 53, 1. 8. Hail the bold Chief, *c— 

The Duke may truly say, with Caesar, Veni— 
vidi — vici. 

P. 54, 1. 15. See Golden Peace, *c— 
Pacisque imponere morem. Via. 

P. 56, 1. 11. To weep thy Charlotte's doom.— 
Amidst the universal testifications of national 
affliction at the dire and unforeseen death of our 
beloved Princess, the genius of poetry was not be- 
hind hand in offering a cypress chaplet to deck 
the tomb of her who, when living, was the hope, 
the pride, the glory of England ; when dead, the 
lamentation and regret j the Princess, the Wife, 
the Mother, all at one fatal blow gone for ever ! 
but while the tribute of a weeping nation immor- 
talizes her memory upon earth, She — in happier 
regions, enshrined by the bright halo of ever- 
lasting glory, meets the just and celestial meed 
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of virtue, unsullied by the pomp of royalty, and 
unblemished by the littleness of pride. 

P. 59, 1. IS. f rom nations spared— 

Parcere subjectis et debellare supeibos. 

Via. 
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THE BATTLE OF WATERLOO. 

At nunc horrentia Martit, 
Anna cano. Vxrg. 

Nunc precox O Muss! vos surgite numina, bella 
Quas funesta jurant, semper gaudentia pugnas 
Dicere crudeles, quels cordi Martia facta. 
Linquite Parnassi fastigia summa sacrati, 
O vos irarum dominae mentisque virorum ! 
Inspirate animum certamen dicere samim, 
Cinzit quod decore seterno famaque perenni 
Anna Britannorum, claris et tempore, lauris 
Lseta coronavit, nullo marcentibus asvo. 
Tu quoque carminibus precor, ingens Cynthie, 

uostris 
Affer opem, mentique novas, pater, incute Tires $ 
Bum cano pernidem, dum damnum tristetyranni, 
Qui quondam Europam turbavit dims in armis 
Infestis totam, cupiensque adjungere regna 
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Hispanalmperio, pulchros crudeliter agros 
Vastavit, perdens hominumque boumque labores : 
Cujus non unquam caedis satianda libido 
Purpuream fuso tellurem sanguine tinxit : 
Inque plagas, armis cupiens superare, remotas 
Agmina qui duxit, Boreali frigore vinctas, 
Quas sterna tegit nix, quas et bruma recondit ; 
Qua nunquam radios ardens emittet Apollo 
Clares, qui campos nutrit fervore benigno, 
Atque fecit segetes messemque attollere pulchram. 
Armorum sonitus coelo Germania misit 
Martia sublimit belloque perhorruit omnis. 
Austria tunc proprio tremefacta cruore madebat, 
Viribus et saevi tandem devicta tyranni 
Audacem est frustra conata repellere Galium. 
Eridani multo fluctus Istrique rubentes 
Sanguine, polluto macularunt gurgite Pontum. 
At tu blanda modum nunc Musa resume priorem: 
Dic tu certamen savum, die nobile bellum, 
Quod, quamvis magno nimis a victoribus emptum 
Magnanimis pretio, ditionem perdidit omnem, 
Eripuit sceptrum diademaque Napoleontis. 
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Haud certe bello pugnae tristive parata, 
Mersa at laetitia, dubiique ignara pericli, 
Anglica tota cohors; fidibus citharisque canons 
Atria tota sonant penitus ; choreaeque tumultus 
Imbelli strepitu reboantia moenia replet. 
Non belli praesaga manus, litisve nefandae, 
Ludit, inops curse, cladis mortisque future 
Immeinor -, hincMavors proculhinc fugisse videtur, 
Et solus turbas hilares moderatur Iacchus. 
Sed mentes quid tarn subitb stupefecit, et omnia 
Conventus texit vultus pallore trementes ? 
Buccina vicinos mavortia praecinit hostes, 
Attonitasque manus horrenda accersit ad arma : 
Omnia devastans properat velociter atrox 
Napoleon, minitans muris et turribus ignes. 
Haud mora, nunc omnia diris accingitur armis 
Miles, et impatiens hostes tentare feroces, . 
Mente tubas alacri exaudit lituumque sonorum. 
Jam jam tota cohors propere discedit, et atra 
Ad densas acies prompte sub nocte propinquat, 
Dum voces hominum, strepitusque horrendus 
equorum, 
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Permixto vicos turfoant clamore frequented. 
Ctim tandem orta dies, primtimque Aurora ra- 
bescens 
Quadrupedes Phaebi conjunxit curribus acres, 
Flebile certamen coeptum ! describere pugnam 
Istam quis potuit, funesta clade cruentam, 
Si vel pulmones aerati, ferrea si vox, 
Ora decern, linguae vel si cui mille fuerunt $ 
Si vel Latonae proles, insignia Apollo 
Inspiret versus, et menti robora dooet ! 
Agmina nunc ambo occurrunt, horrendus et ingens 
Conflictus ! multi tunc quam cecidere, rubramque 
Corporibus caesis texere et sanguine terrain ! 
Ecce ferus vigilem currit bellator in hostem, 
Adverso et cupiens contingere pectore ferrum, 
Ardet honore mori, famave repellere mortem ! 
Excitusen sonipes, pedibus stimuloque prementi, 
irruit in turbam armatam densasque phalangas ; 
Ardore invicto per tela per agmina raptus 
Fortia, fert equitem in pugnam, litemque nefan- 

dam; 
Dum gaudens bello, lsetusque in ceede cruenta, 
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Unguibus exercet terrain, rellitque trementem, 
Flammivomis rutilos emittens naribus ignes. 
Fulgentes resonant crebris tinnitibuaensea, 
Et gladii hostili crudeles sanguine tincti j 
Clarescunt sonitus armorum atqoe acre oomplent. 
Diversus clamor stupefhetas percutk auras* 
Funesti luctuaj sonitus lkuique tubaxrae* 
Viiicentum lastss voces, gwoaitusqua cadentum* 
Quocumque atpicias apparet mortis imago. 
Omnibus horribilia terrorism, atraque caades. 
Undique cflesonuacampt vekntur aoervis, 
Atquc aaquor fumat tepeJactum straga recenti. 
Horrida aanguinaum torquet Bellona flagellum> 
Ardorem incendens bellantis pectore warum. 
Casde madent vestes> angues dant sibila torti, 
Distillat nigri dum guttas hasta- onions* 
Victorem htc paritar, pariter mors atra truoidat 
Devicttun, htc timidus fugieas, htc decidit heros. 
Millia multa cadunt, turb®, totaeque cohortes 5 
Dum mixti domink ocdsis vulnere saevo 
Exanimes volvuntur equi, qui robore quondam 
Immenso soliti legiones rumpere densas. 
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Anpatos equites dorao per tela gerentes. 
Formoei sicut tenero cum germine flores 
Vere cadunt crocei, pratique honor occidit omnia, 
Cum durus messor curvata falce per agros 
Ictibus asaiduis nascentia gramina caedit ; 
Sic pereunt multi, mortis quos atra tremende 
Dextera corripuit primaevo flore virentes. 
Napoleon residens procul alto colle cruentus, 
Succe&sumque videns animo laetosque triumphos, 
Indtat ad pugnam turmas, stragemque novatam. 
t€ Audacemsocii deperdite fortiter hostem, 
*< Parcite ne laesis, illisve obstantibus/' inquit ; 
" Corruite in turmas, occidite, qui mea tanto 
" Agmina puls&runt, quamvis numerosa, vigore." 
Sic ferus emittit crudelia jusaa tyrannus, 
Exhortans bellum et martem renovare ferocem. 
Mandatisiterum bellum fremiti atque madentem 
Caeaa tegunt ferro perdenti corpora terram. 
Quis tamen insolitus clamor pervenit ad aures ) 
Quae vexilla nitent, fulgentiaque anna per umbras ? 
Gallicus is terror succedit Prussius heros. 
Tarn famae notus, bello memorandus et armis. 
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Gallorum subitb mentes terrore replentur, 
Et dantes sua terga fugse, victiquc timore, 
Turpiter anna solo jactant, campumque relin- 

quunt. 
Ule etiam in primis fugiens, qui multa regebat 
Millia mandato nuper, sceptrumque tenebat. 
Nunc miser, imperio et fastu dejectus ab omni, 
Conatur solus mortem vitare sequentem. 
En, quae Fata manent ilium qui moenibus altis 
Vindovani fixit fluitantia flamine signa ! 
Qui tulit in Scythie deserta extrema remota? 
Anna, manuque ignes rutila contorsit in urbem ! 
Cui quondam insignis totoque illustris in orbe 
Roma tremens jussu portas aperibat ahenas, 
Vincentes aquilas cum fixit in arce supremft, 
Pontificem yinclis crudeli et carcere nectens ! 

Sed Fortuna fuit, fuit ingens gloria belli. 
Nunc, veluti somnus, sceptrum perfugit inane. 
Traditur infelix hosti captivus, et exul 
Expulsus patria peregrina in regna remotus > 
Qua concursu hominum reputet sua crimina, luctu 
Precitus, et cunctum moerens quern dextra cruorem 
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Perfddit bello, tristi sua lumina vultu 
Erigat ad coehim, clementem et pectore toto 
Obtestans Patrem, suppkx igoosoere priscum 
lmplorans crimen, justam permulceat iram. 
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Wake, Muses, wake ; Ob, sacred Nine, arise, 
Ye pow'rs celestial of the starry skies, 
Who love to sing the hard contested-fight, 
Whom tales of war and martial deeds delight : 
Leave, leave Parnasus' doable cloud- topt brow, 
O ye whom all adore, to whom all bow : 
To me your vot'ry proffer heav'nly fire, 
Afford your succour, and my mind inspire, 
To sing the contest that eternal fame 
And lasting honour gave Britannia's name 5 
Gave her bold Sons the meed of just renown, 
A.wreath of laurel — an unfading crown ! 

And Thou, O Phoebus, clement God of day ! 
Thy aid impart, assist benign my lay; 
String Thou my lyre with heav'nly art to tell, 
How Gallia's base usurping tyrant fell : 
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Who girt with war, and fierce in hostile arms, 
Affrighted Europe shook with dire alarms : 
Who, when ambition prompted to obtain 
The fertile realms of far-extending Spain, 
Laid waste the fields with grassy verdure fair, 
The oxens labour, and the rustics care. 
Still seeking slaughter, his inhuman mind, 
Scourge of the world ! and foe to all mankind ! 
With human gore defil'd the reeking plain, 
The crimson Earth with numerous heaps of slain : 
Who led his daring and ferocious bands, 
Too sure of conquest, into distant lands, 
Where winter reigns, and where eternal snows 
Block up the pass, and e'en an host oppose ; 
Where never Phoebus darts his sunny rays, 
And all his beauties to the world displays, 
Who cheers the verdant fields with genial heat, 
Fruitful with corn, and rich with plenteous 

wheat. 
But hides in mists his glitt'ring head, and shrouds 
His radiant glories in a veil of clouds; 
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Germania's regions sent to heav'n from for 
The clang of arms, the deep-ton'd noise of war : 
Reeking with gore, unable to withstand 
Th' impetuous force of his all-conqu'ring hand. 
Unhappy Austria strove, but strove in vain, 
His lawless force with valour to restrain : 
The rapid Po with sanguine hue was dy'd, 
And rolled its waters in a purple tide : 
The swelling Ister foamed with warrior's blood, 
And stain'd the Euxine with a crimson flood. 
But now resume, kind Muse, thy former song, 
No more the tale of distant woes prolong : 
Tell thou the contest, fierce with mortal strife, 
Which, bought though dearly by so many a life 
By the brave victors yet, the Gallic crown 
Snatch' d from th' usurper, threw the tyrant down, 
Dash'd the bright sceptre frdm Ms blood-stain'd 

hand, 
And hurl'd him guilty from his native land. 
Far from the toils and labours of the war, 
The British host, forgotten every care, 
H 
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In joyous pleasure passed the festive day, 
And sweetly lull'd the tedious hours away :* 
The skilful minstrels all their art employ, 
The circling dance fills every heart with joy, 
Whilst well-strung harps resound through spa- 
cious halls, 
And tuneful clamour fills re-echoing walls. 
Alas ! how little that gay Troop foresaw, 
The dreadful issue of th* approaching war ! 
Far from the place the prince of battles fled, 
Who loads the reeking plain with heaps of dead : 
Thy sovereign sway was there, O Bacchus, 

thine, 
Thine, joyful Bacchus, dy'd with ruddy wine. 
But why hath mirth to terror given place ? 
Why sits that paleness upon every face ? 
The martial trumpet's sound each heart appals, 
In deep-ton'd notes, to arms ! it loudly calls. 



• This alludes to the Duke of Wellington lecerang at a, ball 
the account of Buonaparte's advance upon Brussels. 
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Th* astonish'd bands the reason quickly know ; 
Th' impending danger, and th* approaching foe : 
Napoleon comes ! nor comes with tame intent, 
On war and slaughter all his thoughts are bent : 
And now advancing leads the Gallic powers 
To lay in dust the city's cloud-capt towers. 
Now every warrior arms without delay, 
For danger brooks not e'en the slightest stay j 
Eager to rush amidst the battle's rage, 
The haughty foes impatient to engage, 
With joyful mind the bugle shrill he hears, 
The warlike clarion with enraptured ears. 
Now all depart amidst the sable night, 
In haste repairing to the fields of fight j 
Whilst the stern voices of the martial crowd 
Disturb the air with clamour hoarse and loud; 
Whilst clatt'ring steeds the echoing pavement 

beat, 
And various noise resounds through every street. 
When first Aurora left her early bed, 
Tinging th' horizon with a crimson red, 
And yok'd the coursers unto Phoebus' car, 
Burnish'd with gold refulgent from a&r, 
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The bloody fight, the desperate mife began, 

Described by no such feeble wretch at ma ; 

Not if he had lea mouths, or braien lungs, 

A voice of iron, or a thousand tongues ; 

Not e'en if Phoebus should his Terse inspire, 

And to his mind should give poetic fire. 

Now France and England, both with hostile 

rage, 
Rush to the charge, a dire contention wage : 
Fierce was the onset, Oh ! could any tell 
How many thousands on that instant fell ; 
Fell, bravely fighting, and with bodies slain, 
And mingled carnage, filled the gore-dy*d plain ! 
Each warrior draws his falchion from the sheath, 
Confronts the danger in the jaws of death j 
Seeks to acquire a conq'ring hero's name, 
Or, nobly falling, gain immortal fame. 
The spurs are hidden in the charger's flanks ; 
He rushes onward to th* embattled ranks, 
Breaks through impetuous, though e'en hosts 

oppose, 
The serried phalanx and ten thousand foes -, 
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Bean through the deadly fray his urging lord, 
Nor fears beholding erery lance and sword : 
But at the scene his joy appears confest $ 
With martial ardour pants his noble breast 5 
Snorting be rears, and with an active bound, 
Springs o'er the plain, and paws the trembling 

ground; 
Whilst from his nostrils, fierce with gen'rous ire, 
He pours forth clouds of all-terrific fire. 
In circles whirVd, the flashing sabres shone : 
The glitt'ring falchions sparkled in the sun : 
The clamour loud disturbs th* affrighted air, 
The clash of arms, the dreadful din of war: 
Whilst sanguine Mars his arms exulting wieMs, 
And pours a deluge o'er the reeking Adds. 
Nought midst the direful scene of death is heard, 
But to their pitch the victors' voices rear'd, 
Lamenting shrieks, the bugle's brazen throat, 
The martial trumpet's war-denouncing note, 
The groans of those who, pass'd neglected by, 
With wounds disabled, unassisted lie. 
His hideous form here Death gigantic rears, 
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And every horror murder-clad appears : 

The fuming plain grows red with crimson dew, 

The fields defiling with a purple hue. 

Bellona now each chieftain's breast incites : 

With double ardour every warrior fights : 

Around her hair, in snaky tresses curl'd, 

And Gorgon's head, her direful scourge she 

whirl'd ; 
Her horrid arms a bloody torrent pour j 
Her yet warm jav'lin reeks with human gore. 
The vanquished dies, who death through shame 

desires; 
The victor's self in vict'ry's arms expires! 
The hero fells who danger, death defies ; 
Nor 'scapes the dastard, who destruction flies ; 
E'en thousands perish, but with glory crown'd, 
In death still honoured, still in death renown'd. 
Mix'd with their lords, who draw their parting 

breath, 
Press* d with the cold the icy hand of death, 
The coursers lie 5 who once, with gen'rous might 
Broke the thick legions, and the ranks of fight, 
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Convey'd their riders through the deadly war, 
And bore them off triumphant from afar. 
As fall the flow'rs with saffron colours gay, 
Which smile, adorn'd with all the gifts of May, 
When the hard rustic at his lord's command 
Lays waste the meadows with unsparing hand, 
Arm'd with the scythe, he lays at every blow, 
Their blooming beauty, and their fragrance low : 
So perish those, whom death in youth's first bloom, 
Cut off untimely with an early doom : 
Death, which destroys the youths with vigour 

blest, 
And sends the aged to eternal rest. 

From danger far, th* usurping wretch descries 
The deathful contest with observing eyes : 
Sure of success, with joyful mind he stands, 
And urges on to fight his drooping bands : 
" On, my brave troops, against the British host, 
They cannot stand, their chiefs, their leaders, lost : 
Spare none, not those who fainting with a wound, 
O'erthrown, disabled, bite the bloody ground : 
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Upon them charge : your valour, friends, display, 
And win the glorious hard-contested day : 
Yon troops o'erwhelm, who have my force, with- 
stood. 
And drench' d their weapons in my bravest** blood.*' 
Thus speaks the Tyrant, and with savage joy 
The Gauls incites to slaughter, kill, destroy. 
Fierce at the word, they rush to deap'rate fight ; 
And thousands sink to everlasting nighjt. 

But hark ! what troubled clamour rends the skies ? 
What distant gleam is that which meets the eyes ? 
What glittering arms are those, that through the 

shade 
Resplendent shine, what banners those display'd ? 
Yon hostile flags no friend approaching show, 
Tis Bluoheb's standard— 'tis the coming foe : 
That word knells death in every Frenchman's 

ears, 
Napoleon listens, and Napoleon fears. 
With sudden fears now stand the Gauls possest, 
A thrilling panic strikes their trembling breast, 
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Nor longer pan their weak and yielding band 
The pressing foe with equal force withstand ; 
With trembling step their fear-struck host with- 
drew, 
Receding back away their arms they threw. 
Then, then, at last, Oh base unseemly sight ! 
They turn their backs to seek disgraceful flight ! 
Ha 'midst the first, to save his wretched life, 
Spurr'd swift his courser from the desp'rate strife : 
Yes He, who lately thousands could command, 
Who rul'd, the sov'reign prince of Gallia's land \ 
Whose brow adorn'd the crown imperial grac'd, 
And in whose hands the sceptre bright was plac'd ; 
Now from that summit by ambition thrown, 
Is, abject, forc'd to sue for life alone. 

Thus falls the man, whom fortune's angr y frow n, 
Though fevour'd once, now cast rejected down ; 
Whose streaming standards far resplendent shone, 
In gilded conquest o'er Vienna's town : 
Who, though by hosts oppos'd, triumphant bow 
His conq'iing arms to Scythia's dreary shore, 
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Whilst flaming Moscow, once for wealth renown'd, 
Laid one wide ruin on the smoaking ground. 
His haughty summons fear-struck Rome obey'd, 
Wide op'd her gates, her inmost streets display'd, 
When Jove's proud bird's own semblance tow'r'd 

on high, 
And mock'd the splendour of th' effulgent sky : 
When his stern hand the Pontiffs self secur'd, 
Amidst a dungeon's noisome depths immur'd. 
This once was so — his once illustrious name 
Emblazon'd glory crown'd with martial fame! 
And now — his transient course of victory run, 
At length the thread of all his pow'r is spun ! 
By hostile arms, by adverse fate o'erthrown, 
He wretched vents his unavailing moan : 
For ever doom'd to quit his native shore, 
A fallen captive 'midst th* Atlantic roar : 
There pierc'd by conscience's resistless dart, 
His crimes abhorring with repentant heart, 
There may he curse that dire destructive hand, 
Which desolation spread through Europe's land ; 
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And bending, prostrate, there be taught to know 
'Twas heaven's dire wrath that laid his glory low! 
With humbled awe th 'Almighty King implore -, 
With eyes uplifted pray to sin no more; 
Avert his anger with repentance late j 
And shun the danger of impending fete. 
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LINES TO THE MEMORY 



SIR PETER PARKER, BART. 

Captain of his Majesty's Frigate Menelaus; kitted 
in Action while storming the American Camp at 
Bellair, near Baltimore, on the SUt of August, 
1814, atat. 28. By his Brother-in-law, Ro- 
bebt Chabler Dallas, atat. 11 years and Jive 
months. Inscribed to his Sister, Marianne, 
Lady Parker. 

Decessum tumidi comitatur pompa tyrannic 

Exornat solitum dura sepulchre decus : 
Ssepius at (frustra splendoribus ossa quiescunt) 

Ipsa memor luctum menslachrymamquenegat. 
Ast aliter miles, patriae qui fbrtis amore 

Densata haud timuit tela necemque, cadet : 
Qui bona natali quaesivit sanguine terrae. 

Tempore vel claro vinctus honore, mori : 
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Publicus exequias mcsror comitatur acerbas, 

Et sequitur patriae funera gratus amor ; 
Pectore longa trahit toto suspiria nomeh, 

Exoculo memori plurima gutta fluit. 
Salve, heros, salve* can salveteque manes, 

Quofl mine (hen ! nimium seva) sepulcnratenent ! 
Quin tibi son tenebris dune succumbere morti, 

Defendens petrii jura fidemque soli. 
Virions hand potuit virtus obstare tyranni : 

Haud potuit prestans forma fugare neeem. 
Taugere Parcarum mens ferrea corda nequivit, 

Que nunquam novit frigora caeca metus. 
Sed tibi durantem dat nostra Britannia honorem : 

Hoc munus fati perdere dextra nequit. 
Mnemosyne lachrymis referet tua nomina gratis, 

Singultu et dieet splendida facta gemens. 
Ecce valor tumulo juvenis flens insidet, ipftt* 

Notaque oosruleo marmore facta, gemens. 
Vertice fulgentem galeaiu deponit hottesto : 

Hasta sonans imos nunc jacet ante pedes. 
Undique jam passos lenis movet aura capillos, 

Dum dolet insignem vox lachrymosa virum. 
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Invocatah frustra! longum quia rampere somnum 

Imperio valuit quern pater ipse dedit? 
Constringunt corpus gelidum nunc vtncla sororum, 

Atque tenent Stygii pallida regna Dei. 
Spiritus at liber volucri petit ©there penna, 

Gaudia qua fortes justa, piosque manent j 
£t quamvis clari perfectus terminus aevi, 

Et procul infesto saucius ense jacet, 
Hand unquam ex animis tollent oblivia nostris, 

Lethn haud flumen Martia facta lacus. 
Sed velut Eois nuper deducta cavernis, 

Indica resplendens vertice gemma nitet, 
Scilicet ant coelo pulcherrima Stella corusco, 

Per noctis vestem lumina clara vibrat : 
Haud aliter, longe, Patria spectante, nitebia 

Atque tuuum nomen Fama per astra feret. 
Jamque vale longum, carissime frater, amoris 

Vox cecinit carmen pignora parva meL 
Sed volucres cervi dum florida gramina pascun^ 

Bum rapidi cursum fluminis unda tenet, 
Sidera dum cceli celsa regione rubescunt, 

Phoebus et exsomnes arduus urget equos, 
I 
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Loudibua illufltris semper tua fama vigebit, 
Stdorum long& non peritara fugfc. 
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Non We pro earii t 

Autpctrid timidui poire— Hob. lib. 4. 0. 14. 

How sleep the brave, who sink to rest, 
With all their country's wishes blest 

Collins. 

HAIL, hallow'd Grave, within whose [sacred mould 
Now rest the ashes of the brave, the bold : 
O'er thy green sod, and consecrated tomb, 
The wreathy laurel shall unfading bloom ! 
Distracted, kneeling near the awful bust, 
Whose sainted image shrines her Husband's dust ; 
With broken sobs, and eyes which streaming flow, 
An hapless Widow vents her madding woe ; 
While orphan Babes, with soft and lisping breath, 
Mourn their fond Father, lock'd in icy death.* 
Weep, Britain, weep, and o'er brave Parkbb's bier 
Heave the sad sigh, with many a gushing tear ! 

• Sir Peter Parker left three in&nt sods, Peter, Charles, and 
George. 
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Bid tby bold sons, with grief till yet unknown, 
Effuse their sorrows o'er his marbled stone, 
And kindly soothe, with fun'ral tribute paid, 
And martial honours, his illustrious Shade ! 
Emblazon'd, streaming o'er the siknt grave, 
Let the bright Union, low'ring, drooping wave ! 
Let the low dirge in solemn music toll 
Its woeful requiem for his fleeting soul ! 
Let trailing palls diffuse their mournful gloom. 
To match the horrors of the nodding plume ! 
Bid the dull drum, with hoarse and muffled knell, 
A nation's grief, a nation's anguish tell; 
While pealing vollies loud resounding roar, 
Enwrapt in smoke along the echoing shore ! 
For, 'midst the ardour of a swelling soul, 
His daring spirit nobly spurn'd control : 
Bent its sole aim t* enhance his Country's good 5 
Firm, prompt to seal it with his martyr* d blood. 
Fir'd by that wish, e'en 'midst the desperate strife 
He laid no value on his gallant life j 
Bade his high soul all fearful odds defy, 
Seek sole to conquer, or as nobly die : 



\ 
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Confronted danger in the jaws of fate ; 
And dared be valiant, while he dared be great. 
E'en when the ball his vital spark had found, 
While life's warm tide pour'd gashing from the. 

wound, 
Though the chill hand of stern and ruthless death 
Was chaining fast the Hero's noble breath; 
His cheering voice strove still, in fate's despite, 
To urge his foil* were to the raging fight. 
'Midst that dire scene, where shouts and dying 

cries 
With deaf ning clamour sought the vaulted skies ; 
'Midst thund'ring peals, 'midst dark and veiling 

smoke, 
Whose sable gloom the flash,' bright flaring, 

broke ; 
He bade them then, their Country'* rights defend, 
Be Conqu'rors still— or boldly meet their end ! 
Till weaken'd, fainting in receiving arms, 
His life expiring 'midst the fierce alarms, 
The gallant spirit wing'd its parting flight. 
To the bright regions of celestial light. 
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Lo ! valour, weeping, spurns the glittering brand 
With stricken sorrow from his slacken'd hand; 
O'er the cold clay, where now his relics lie, 
Entranc'd in grief he heaves the pensive sigh ; 
While the soft murmur of the whisp*ring gale, 
His moans re-echoes through the silent vale ! 
See Beauty, deck'd in weeds of solemn woe, 
Tear'd with pearl drops which glisten as they flow, 
Weeps her lov'd Idol, who in valour's pride, 
And youth fair blooming thus untimely died ; 
While Vict'ry, wailing, though alas ! in vain, 
With drooping accents mourns her Hero slain ! 

Yet cease your grief, for now his spirit brave, 
Scorns the dark precincts of an earthly grave ; 
On soaring wing to happier regions flies, 
Thron'd 'midst the dazzling splendour of the skies $ 
Where, in the choir of Heav'nly Saints enshrin'd, 
Its just reward his daring soul shall find : 
Where Valour's meed, and Glory's wreath shall 

twine, 
With mutual lustre round his brows divine > 
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Where tuneful seraphs shall, with hallow'd praise, 
Sing his bold feats, beyond all earthly lays; 
His daring deeds with deathless fame record ; 
And martyr' d heroes his renown applaud. 
Yes, much lov'd Shade ! though thus, in rip'ning 

bloom, 
Chill death hath snatch' d thee to an early tomb, 
With nobler lustre thy resplendent name 
Shall shine, emblazon* d, on the lists of Fame : 
Thy matchless feats shall spread through cv'ry 

clime, 
And Glory stamp them on the wings of Time : 
The Warrior's breast with noble warmth inspire, 
To catch the ardour of thy glowing fire : 
The lisping mouths of new born babes shall tell, 
How Pabkbb fought— how nobly Pabkbr fell ! 
So shall thy fame, till time shall be no more, 
Undying flourish— -and undying soar ! 
Sooth* d then to peace, sweet Mourner, cease to 

grieve, 
Let Britain's love thy heartfelt woes relieve. 
In thy dear Babes resembling beauty trace 
The blooming features of thy Pbtek"s face -, 
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Whose blessed Spirit, now supremely great, 
On tow'ring pinions scorns the bolts of Fate: 
Whilst highly throng, 'midst happier worlds than 

this, 
His manly virtues meet eternal bliss. 
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LINES BY R. C. DALLAS, 

Aged XI. Year*. 

TO THE MEMORY OF 

GEORGE PARKER, 

Youngest Son of Sir Peter Parker, Bart, and 
Nephew to the Author, who died of the Croop, 
on the 13th of November, 1816; and whose Re- 
mams were deposited in the same Grave with 
his Father's on the 4th of December following. 
Inscribed to Lady Parker. 
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Near yonder spot, with verdure fair, 

Where willows bend their drooping shade, 

And sweetly blows the morning air 
Along the lone sequester' d glade ; 
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Beneath the sod, whose grassy vest 
Conceals the world's most lovely flow'r, 

A form too frail now lies at rest, 
Cut off by death's relentless pcVr. 

Vain, vain, alas ! was Venus* love, 
To soothe the tyrant's ruthless rage j 

Nor truth, nor innocence, could move 
That iron heart, nor love assuage. 

But o'er his tomb with plaintive gale 
Shall mournful zephyrs sadly blow ; 

And infant grace shall, weeping, wail 
The fate that laid her fov'rite low. 

The little flow*r, with placid eye 
That loves to gaze on beauty's grave, 

And seems to mourn with fragrant sigh 
The charms of him no charms could save, 

Beneath the waving cypress gloom 
Shall still adorn this sacred spot; 

And e'en in death its latest bloom 
Shall sweetly breathe— "forget me not" 
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And though the tempest's raging breath 
With furious blasts its blossoms tear, 

Like the fair form, which cold beneath, 
Enwrapt in death lies buried there : 

Yet, while affection's gushing tear 
Mourns for the soul which thus has fled, 

It still shall flourish o'er his bier, 
Or droop, in honour of the dead. 

Rest thee, sweet Babe ! thy early doom, 
Shall bring thee now to realms unknown : 

The fate which struck thy budding bloom, 
Shall bid thee share thy Father's throne. 

Yes, lov'd on earth, enshrin'd on high, 

Thy blessed Spirit finds its meed -, 
And gains, amid an happier sky, 

The palm to hearts like thine decreed. 

Once more, with joy, thy sainted Sire 
Shall clasp thee to his beating breast \ 

And teach thee strike the living lyre, 
Which lulls all sorrow, pain to rest. 
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Farewell, till fate shall name the day, 
Which bids my dust unite with thine $ 

And the same grave which shrouds thy clay, 
Again shall ope to cover mine ! 

Saint Margaret' s, TUch/ield, 
Hampshire. 
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ELEGY 

TO THE MEMORY OF 

HIS BROTHER GEORGE, 

Who mortally wounded himself while crossing a Hedge, in 
shooting, on the 19th of January, 1816, and died under the 
agonies of a lock jaw, on the 14th of February following, 
JEtat. XVIH. 

BY R. C. DALLAS. 
JEtat XI. Years. 

Weep Science, weep ! O, Virtue, shed the tear ! 
With crystal drops bedew thy Gbobgb'b bier : 
Let cypress wreaths thy clouded sorrow show : 
Sad mournful emblem of dejected woe ! 
With broken sighs lament the early doom 
That snatch' d thy fav'rite to the marbled tomb : 
Bid thy sadmem'ry his dear image trace, 
His noble feeling, his embellish'd grace ) 
His fond affection, his exalted mind, 
Forever virtuous, and for ever kind! 
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Let weeping willows bend their drooping shade 
O'er the sad spot where now his corse is laid ; 
While streaming eyes, with tears o'erflowing, lave 
The death-cold marble of his hallowed grave. 

But though, stern Tyrant! thy unerring dart 
With aim too fatal pierc'd his gen'rous heart j 
With firm resolve the sharpest pangs to bear, 
Thy dread approach he nobly scorn* d to fear : 
To HeavVs great Ruler still devoutly pray'd, 
Implor'd his blessing, his celestial aid, 
To prop his spirit 'gainst its adverse fate, 
Its ills enduring as the truly great. 
To bleeding wounds, to racking pain resign'd, 
Still was unalter'd, still unbent his mind : 
A radiant smile, with sweet celestial grace, 
Beam'd through the torture o'er his angel face : 
To earthly bliss his youthful soul was dead : 
Far from his heart terrestrial hopes had fled : 
On Heav'n were centred all his thoughts alone, 
His eye was fixed on Heaven's Almighty Throne : 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



OF GEOBGE DALLAS, ESQ. 12J 

Serene he vkw'd it in the hour of death, 
And blest his Maker with his parting breath ! 
Now, in the happy mansions of the blest, 
His gentle spirit meets eternal rest j 
From all its troubles, all its suff 'rings freed, 
To boast Religion's bright and glorious meed: 
His earthly frame on airy pinions flies, 
And soars triumphant to the glad'ning skies $ 
Where Seraph Hosts, who sing with hallow' d lays 
Their mighty King's, their great Jehovah's praise, 
Bid their new Brother join the Heavenly choir, 
And strike with joy the soft and living lyre j 
Where constant faith, where martyr'd virtue know 
No racking anguish, or corroding woe; 
Where thron'd amid a happier world than this, 
The soul receives the boon of endless bliss; 
Where sense, where honour, meet their just re- 
ward, 
Stamp'd by the hand of Heav'n's Almighty Lord $ 
Where pain, where suff'ring, sorrow, anguish 

cease, 
And, crown'dwithblessings, reigns SeraphicPeace! 
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Oh ! deign, blest shade ! though now enshrin'd on 

high, 
My muse to favour from th' ethereal sky : 
Let one kind glance, one heav'nly smile approve 
This frail memorial of a Brother's lore \ 
Whose numbers, weak, in mournful cadence flow, 
To soothe the anguish of Parental woe 5 
To dry the drops that dim a Father's eyes, 
And hush a Mother's deep bewailing sighs $ 
To ease the pang that rends thy Brother's heart, 
From whence, till death, thy image ne'er shall 

partj 
To shrine thy mem'ry with his early lays, 
And stamp thy virtue deathless as thy praise ! 



I 

Digitized 



Google 



LATIN ODE 

ON 

AMBITION, 

BY 

R C. D. 

WITH AN ENGLISH VERSION. 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



I 131 1 
ODE ON AMBITION. 

A m W rtow n na l l H orn. 

Rbonib tyranni luce carentibus 
Ditis, barathro latius imminens, 
(Qua ssevit ingentes Avernus 
Fluminc prsecipitans nigranti 

Undas, volucri qua rapitur rota 
Ausus superbos Thessalus expians, 
Terneque dirarum flagello 
Torta gemit sobolcs sororum) 

Cavata saxo stat domus : hanc ainit 
Damno solutam dcxtera temporis -, 
Nam postis infandi sub umbra, 
Ambitio nitidum coruscat 

Insana ferrum, sanguine regio 
Madens capillos, Eumenidum comes, 
Longdmque tnolitam nefanda 
Mente parat tacite pro ce flam. 
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En voce cumim convocat excita ; 

Cursuque terras praecipiti petens, 
A sede nigranti tenebris 
Fertur equis rapidoque cumi* 

Funesta circum turba cupidinum : 
Stat fronte ridens composite dolus ; 
Horrorque nocturnus ; manuque 
Purpurea violenta csdes. 

Auras trementes robore desecans, 
Falso fatigat munere pectora : 

Raptaeque per ceedes corona? 

Alta decufl quatit, alta belli. 

Austri frementis turbine sssvior, 
Effracta pandit moenia divitis j 
Laresque contractos revisens, 
Pauperis exagitat tabernas. 

Dux, ecce, vana sollicitus site, 
Martis sonantes conglomerat manus : 
Densantur annate ruentes 
JSre acies, coeuntque campis. 
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Eheu, querelis non lachiymse mala 
Mulcere pectus sp6 tumidum queunt ; 

Gentumve cor^torti ruins 

Nocte gravi gemitus cadentum ! 

Insignia ostro per medios volana 
Enses phalangum prcelia suscitat, 

Hostesque perfusos acervis 

Calcat equo celeri superbus. 

Funesta clades sanguine mergitur, 
Mavorsque gaudet cuspide fulminant 

Vexilla dum victum per orbem 

Diva soror strepitans repandit. 

Heu pompa fastus ! quid titulis juvant 
Falsifl honores ? mors metit omnia ! 

Ventosa non rumpit catenas 

Ambitio rigidas sepulchri. 

Mens, quae tenenti corpore grandior 
Inclusa mundi limite meruit, 

Cum turba regalis cruentos 

Grajugenum gemuit triumphos ; 
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Traxitque longo murmure yincuk j 
Restricta saltern nunc tumulo sflet 
Victoria ignoto per orbem 
Sarcophago cineres quiescunt ! 

Huic in sepulchrum lachiyma deficit, 
Gentis ruina qui decus erigit : 
Infausta circumdant nepotum 
Marmora non odio solutum. 

Vos, coeca motu prelia quoe juvant* 
Queis fronde palms gloria nectitur, 
Qui Martis irati aoletis 
Ense fbcos, patrianv, tuerij 

Horrenda vincti fata Promethei 
Madenaque rostrum sanguine terreant, 
Excuassus et fastu domator 
Isthmiacus juvenis Chimaene 1 
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Deep in the jaws of darkest Hell, 

Where Death's grim monarch deals his nod ; 
Where Stygian furies love to dwell, 

And spectres own the scowling God : 

Where dark Avernus rolls in blood 
Its noisome waves with sullen roar, 

And echo answers o'er the flood 
Wild shrieks that ring along the shore . 

Where dragg'd behind the sounding wheel, 

Ixion rues the wrath of Jove - } 
And Earth's curs'd giants tortur'd feel 

The pangs they dar'd to brave above : 

Unscath'd by Time's destroying doom, 

A palace rears its stately head, 
Whose rugged towers outvie the gloom 

That reigns among the silent dead) 
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Where near the portal's iron gate, 
With furies leagu'd, begirt with care, 

Ambition reigns in sceptred state, 
And wildly shakes her snaky hair. 

Lo, from her ebon throne she speeds : 
Mounts, at a bound, her whirling car; 

To courage bends her sable steeds ; 
A Fury borne by Rage and War. 

While all around her frantic crew, 
Foul midnight horrors widely stand, 

And smiling fraud in fairest hue j 
While Carnage lifts her gory brand. 

Yet, as she wings her baneful flight. 
On high she rears the golden prize ; 

And thron'd in clouds of fairest light, 
With jewell' d sceptre lures the eyes. 

Fierce as the whirlwind's rapid rage, 
She bursts the busy miser's rest ; 

Yet deigns to seek the needy stage, 
And wakes to arms a poorer breast. 
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Yon high-born chief, whose glorious name 
Has stopp'd the course of hostile arms ; 

Led by her hand, deserting fame, 
With guilty bosom courts alarms. 

Fir*d at his call, the gathering throng, 

In flashing steel and dread array, 
With blazing banners sweep along, 

Mid trumpet's clang and charger's neigh. 

Not e'en a sufTring nation's tears — 
Big drops that forc'd by anguish start ! 

Not orphan's shrieks, or maiden's fears, 
To pity turn that flinty heart. 

Lo, mid the battle's closing stock, 
Where foot to foot, and knee to knee, 

In mortal grapple fiercely lock, 

With not a thought— save Victory — 

Though pressing squadrons round him close, 
And each bar'd brand now aims at life ; 

Reckless he meets ten thousand foes : 
Ambition spurs his soul to strife. 
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Known by his dazzling crest and eye, 
Where danger calls at pressing need, 

O'er heaps of slaughter see him fly, 
Fast bounding on his mettled steed. 

The Tbbaciax God who dyes the plain, 
In thunder rears the Slogan's yell : 

While wanton carnage heaps the slain, 
Fresh, reeking from the depths of Hell. 

Bellona bears his banner bright, 
Wide streaming to the winds unftui'd, 

As each bright flash reflects its light 
In mock'ry o'er a vanquished world. 

Vain pomp of prid* ! what kingly name 
Can lengthen life's restricted span ? 

Can despot' 8 pow'r— -can victor's fame, 
Turn Death's chill stroke from thoughtless man ? 

Say, can Ambition's brazen call 
Burst Fate's dark thraldom o'r the grave ? 

Say, can she ward her heroes fall } — 
Who lures them on, forgets to save ! 
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£*en Philip's son, whose daring mind 
Scorn* d the dull bounds of farthest earth, 

And wept when not a world could find 
One sword to stop his Glory's birth; 

Though round his car a captive train 

With tearful eye of sorrow trod; 
While, as it dragg'd the clanking chain, 

He, on his chariot, seem'd a God : 

Long, long has slept ! — a foreign clay 
Shrouds the great Victor's ashy breast, 

While not a trace can point, to day, 
Where Grecia's glory sank to rest! 

He, who on murder builds his feme, 
Who proudly claims a victor's lot, 

And thinks to raise a glorious name 
By deeds, whose best, were best forgot ; 

Sleeps not in death a tranquil sleep : 
No pitying tear shall dew his head : 

Though deep his grave, a curse as deep 
Shall brand with shame his marble bed. 
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Ye who, at Glory's martial call, 

Would proudly yield your noblest breath ; 
Ye who, to ward a foreign thrall, 

Fly foremost in the ranks of death ; 

Let Fame's loud blast, through ev'ry age, 
To list'ning nations cite your deeds ; 

While Glory's hand on Hist'ry's page, 
In blazing tablets stamps your meeds : 

But, if Ambition's lurid gaze 
Should dare to fix on Glory's crown, 

Shrink from her touch — Oh ! spurn her praise ; 
One smile from her would blast renown. 

Think on the traitor's woeful fate 

Who rashly stole celestial fire ; 
And madly thinking to be great, 

Scorn'd Heav'n's own Thund'rer's boiling ire ! 

Think on the youth whose daring pride 
Rouz'd the dread wrath of Gods above ; 

And, when with heav'nly pow'r he vied, 
Sought, vainly sought, the halls of Jove ! 
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His winged courser swept the sky, 

When Heav'n's high Lord his thunder hurl'd : 
The blinded boaster fell from high, 

Dash'd headlong, to a wond'ring world ! 
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VERSES ON SPRING. 
Bt R. C. D.— Mr. 13- 
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By B. C D. 

Hush'd is the storm* no more great Jots on 

high 
Hurls the white flakes in torrents from the sky : 
No sullen clouds, fast gath'ring to the gale, 
On earth's torn vineyards pour their hurtling hail: 
Each silver stream now owns the God of day, 
As icy mountains thaw beneath his ray : 
No more rude Boreas sweeps the wat'ry plain. 
And fraught with vengeance tears the roaring 

main: 
Soft blows the gale ; the raging billows cease ; 
And toil-spent seamen reach their port in peace : 
Sweet soothing zephyrs gently kiss the trees ; 
And flow*ry Spring comes smiling in the breeze. 
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All Nature smiles— rekindling beauties rise, 
.As leaf-crown'd forests seem to scale the skies. 
Each grassy plain bedeck'd with silv'ry dew, 
Bids the bright sun reflect its sparkling hue : 
While each white branch proclaims the plenty 

near, 
And budding blossoms glad the dawning year. 
Perch'd on some bough, 'mid night's encircling 

shade, 
Sweet Philomela, warbling through the glade, 
Tunes her sad strain to Pity's plaintive tale, 
While list'ning zephyrs hover in the gale. 
Hark ! from each rock, each cave, and woody 

dell, 
Ton buzzing swarms now quit their lonely cell : 
Wide through the air on flutt' ring wing they fly ; 
Their burnish'd squadrons glitter from on high : 
At morning's dawn, mid day's meridian glare. 
At twilight gloom they court the genial air : 
From fragant blossoms sip the yellow spoil; 
A)l share the booty, and all share the toil ; 
L 
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Till each wide cell with festive blessings stor*d, 
Bids peace and plenty crown the gladden'd hoard * 
See rose-clad Floba wakes her joyous train : 
Her blushing beauties deck th* enameird plain : 
While smiling visions seek the genial ground, 
And airy Graces twine their mazy round. 
Now rosy maidens rise at early dawn, 
When each light gale spreads perfume on the 

morn: 
Where the bright bud of Beauty's Goddess blows, 
With snow-white hand they clip the mossy rose : 
Next fragrant parsley blends its leaves between, 
To deck their garland with a chequer'd green : 
And the fair flow* ret clad in blushing blue 
Rears her soft head with smiles of varied hue: 
While pale Narcissus lends its beauteous bloom, 
Sad, sweet, memorial of an Hero's doom ! 
Elate with beauty see the playful lamb 
Now sports exulting round his bleating dam; 
High leaps in air, and seeks the verdant ground 
Where all his fleecy playmates graze around; 
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Or, where the brook with purling murmurs 

shows 
Its silver waves meandering as it flows, 
In sportive plunges laves his snowy side, 
The Maiden's fev'rite, and the Shepherd's pride. 
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LINES TO A YOUNG LADY 

ON HEB SENDING A LOCK OF HEB HAIB 
TO THE AUTHOR. 

As the sun-show*rs of April, so flagrantly flowing, 
Refresh the green meads on a bright vernal day; 

As the soft plaintive zephyrs, so tunefully blowing, 
Exhale their sweet perfume on flow'rets of May; 

So the Ringlet of Beauty, which once I saw 

floating, 

With heart-stealing grace on the neck of the fair, 

Is the balm of the heart which now views it with 

doating, 

For Cupid had kiss'd it, I safely may swear. 

How I envy the lock which thus wantonly flying, 
Hath curled with delight on the bosom of bliss, 

And has lain on the lip for which lovers are 
sighing ! 
O, say, where on earth is a pleasure like this? 
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Lovely Ringlet ! Oever while Time is fast fleeting, 

Thy sight the blest feelings of joy shall impart! 

And while life's daily pulse to love's music i* 

beating; 

Her image shall rise in each throb of my 

heart. 
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TO ANOTHER YOUNG LADY, 

ON A 8IMILAK OCCASION. 

Ah ! why should our Poets, neglectfully dreaming, 
Attune their soft lays to the Graces of yore? 

The bright eye of Beauty o'er Britain is beaming, 
And love-laughing Cupid hath arrows in store. 

For erst though the fables of Fancy have doated 
On Goddess-like visions to gay and so bright ; 

O'er Helen's proud bosom no ringlet hath 
floated, 
So lovely as this, that I kiss with delight! 

When first I beheld it refulgently shining, 
It wav'don the lily white neck of the fair : 

Ye Gods ! with what transport I view'd it re- 
clining: 
The starlight of Glory that gleam'd on despair ! 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



154 LINKS ON A LOCK OF HAIR. 

And now that my hand in Love's fever is pressing 
This token of bliss to my joy swollen heart ; 

I tow — that may life prove a bane, or a blessing, 
T01 throbs my last pulse, it shall never depart. 
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ON 

A LADY'S GLOVE. 

Soft, soft, is yon moonbeam that plays o'er the 
water. 

And soft is the spirit that's riding the air : 
The heart of the warrior is resting from slaughter 5 

The breast of the lover is waking to care. 

Full oft, while with tear drops bedewing his 

pillow, 

He sighs for his fair one, for, far o'er the wave -, 

And dreams, half unconscious, though tost on the 

billow, 

Of that, parting, look that his Caroline gave. 

Oh ! yet though the beacon of Glory be blazing, 
His fond heart to wean from the home of his 
love; 

On some cherish'd token he still must be gazing, 
And that precious relict— his Caroline's glove. 
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With lover-like transport, now clasping the 
treasure, 
That swells the full tide of his high throbbing 
heart; 
Illusive the dream ! but how soothing the pleasure ! 
He vows from his bosom it ne'er shall depart. 

Yet though all around him war's tumults be closing, 
He sighs o'er the tear-blisterM emblem a prayer : 

The lily it veiled, on his bosom reposing, 
With sun beams of fancy may light off despair. ! 

And erst as in chivalry's chronicled story, 
That glove o'er his helmet shall beam through 
the fray} 

And love strung to fame, and all panting for glory, 
'Gainst fortune and fate turn the tide of the day. 

But ah ! while with hope his proud bosom is 
beating, 
Should some blasting ball stop the course of bis 
breath; 
The tumult of life all around him be fleeting; 
His fire flashing orbits be fading in death ; 
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" Oh ! tell Her/' (he cries, while his heart's blood 
is gushing 

In torrents of crimson that flow from his side,) 
** The laststream of life from this bosom is rushing : 

I breath'd for Her, living : and constant I died." 
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EPITHALAMIUM 

On the Marriage of a Young Officer (a near Rela- 
tion,) who served under the Dukb of Welling- 
ton during nearly the whole of the Peninsula 
War, and was severely wounded m one of the 
last Actions with Marshal Soult. 

Habk -, amid yon festive board, 
Hymen lifts his gladd'ning strain : 
Love with blessings richly stor'd, 
Smiling holds his happy reign. 

Beauty's Queen with rosy hand, 
Round the God who lifts the spear, 
Gently throws her golden hand -, 
Airy Graces hover near. 

Lull'd amid Idalian roses, 
Scattering round his darts in glee, 
Lov'ly Cupid soft reposes $ 
Lov*lier Bride— he smiles on thee ! 
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Ruddy Bacchus lifts the bowl, 
Sparkling with nectarean red. 
Heav'nly music charms the soul, 
Myrtle wreaths adorn the head. 

Minstrels ! wake the gladd'ning song, 
Sweep the sounding chords along, 
Strain the key with tow' ring swell, 
Tuned to Fancy's silver spell. 
Phoebus strings your Golden Lyre, 
Venus fans your glowing fire 5 
Hail the hour, the nuptial day, 
Hail yon pair with bridal lay]: 

Then louder swell the note, 
Till listening zephyrs all around 
With transport bear the hallow' d sound, 
On fragrant wing to fairy ground, 

And revel as they float. 

Hush'd be all the streams of sorrow : 
Think of grief, at least to-morrow, 
Joy shall have this happy hour, 
Bliss shall wake in Beauty's bower : 
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Valour quits the tented plain, 
Glories glist'ning in his train ; 
Crown'd with fame, he drops his arms, 
Raptur'd views yon kindling charms. 

Like visions of the air ; 
Warrior, yes, the bold, the brave, 
Who scorn'd to fill a coward's grave, 
Who nobly fight a world to save, 

Alone deserve the fair. 

Yes, fond pair ! with hearts united, 
May ye never learn to mourn, 
Like some rose unsoil'd, unbbghted, 
May your bliss by nought be torn : 
Bands, which nought but death can sever, 
Mystic Bands, that Heav'n hath wove, 
Finn around ye cling for ever, 
Join'dby Fate, and link'd by Love. 
Thus though Fortune's boisterous billow 
Toss the minds it cannot part ) 
Nights of care that haunt the pillow, 
Closer link a lover's heart. 
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Then away with frowns and sadness, 
Conquest crowns the Hero's name : 
Sorrow yields her throne to Gladness \ 
Bliss and Beauty follow Fame. 
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SPECIMENS 

Of 

DRAMATIC COMPOSITION. 



THE TYRANT OF SALUZZO; 

Oft 

USURPATION PUNISHED. 

A TRAGEDY IN TUBES ACTS, 
Written »t tbe Age <d Eleven Yemri and a Halt, 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 

MEN. 

Tab Count Olbsko — Legitimate Marquis of 

Saluzzo. 
Don Alonzc— his Friend. 
Don Cjbsabio— The Usurper of Saluzzo. 
Sbbastian— His Favourite and Minister. 
Rodbigo, Gusman, &c— Guards of Ceesario. 

WOMEN. 

Aoatha— Abbess of the Convent of Valtiera. 
Isabblla — Daughter of Alonzo, betrothed to 

Olesko, taking refuge in a Convent 
Mona— A lay Sister, acting as Portress. 



The Scene lies in Saluzzo, an Italian Duchy. 
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THE TYRANT OF SALUZZO. 

ACT I. 

Scehm I.—2fti Apartment m Cjbsabio's Palace. 
Casabio seated alone tfi deep thought. 

Casabio, [rising] 
How rain is wealth ! how Tain is'glitt'ring pomp, 
And all the gilded Majesty of Kings, 
To stem the torrent of a troubled soul, 
And calm the anguish of a tortur'd breast ! 
Alas! though deck'd with all the pageant state 
Of mighty Princes — though at my command 
Obedient vassals humbly prostrate bend, 
And trembling wait the mandates of their lord ; 
Still, still for ever will my conscience wake 
Such frightful images, such hideous forms, 
That hell itself, to tear the world let loose 
With all its terrors and chaotic shapes, 
Could scarcely raise a more terrific crowd ! 
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The Ghost of Bertram, (Oh, much mjur'd Count f ) 
Freezes my soul to horror with its frown- 
See ! see ! his eye-balls glare with livid fire, 
His matted locks distain'd with clotted blood 
Like meteors stream j and from that ghastly 

wound 
(My guilty deed!) there flows a stream of blood — 
'Tis all a vision — Fancy's idle dream, 
Imagination! — Oh! 'tis he himself ! 
See how he points, as if to bid the fiends, 
Like hungry vultures, seize their trembling prey ! 
Oh save me, save me, from that horrid frown, 
That threat'ning look, which stabs my beating 

heart. 
Off, Phantom, off! It beckons me to come, 
And justly meet the punishment of guilt ! 
Proceed, infernal spectre ! I'm prepared 
(Though thou ahouMat lead me to the gates of 

hell) 
To follow— courage from despair I gain — 
Nought can abash me— I'm myself again. 
He's gone ! once more— and once more, silence 

guilt j 
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When thou art absent, nought Cassario fears : 
At men to tremble never was he doom'd — 
But far be absent scenes of death and strife, 
A milder theme now occupies my mind ; 
Deceitful Cupid has his entrance found 
Within my breast, and Isabella's charms 
Hare quickly kindled in this aching heart 
An eager, ardent, never dying flame : 
But, see, my friend the Count Sebastian comes : 
His crafty genius may my plans effect. 

Enter Sebastian. 

Seb.— Hail, my thrice honor' d liege, Cesario 
hail; 
May heav'n be kind, and prosper all thy days! 
But why, my lord, that gloom upon thy brow ? 
Why speak thy looks such sharp and pensive care ? 
What inward anguish preys upon thy soul, 
And makes thee deaf to ev'ry soothing friend ? 
If aught thou wilt, Sebastian can perform : 
His hand — his heart — his services command- 
In me a firm and faithful friend you'll find, 
Able of hand, and vigorous of mind. 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



168 THX TYRANT 

Cm. — Then list Sebastian — a most ardentflame 
Rages within me, and my peace destroys : 
Nor ever truly happy can I be 
Until my love's fair object I possess. 
Alonzo's daughter surely thou hast seen, 
And seen the secret cause of all my woes. 
When first I saw her, lost in stupid gaze, 
Amaz'd I stood j and as by magic spell 
Fix'd to the earth, I rivetted remain'd. 
So bright her eyes, that not a gem exists 
Of fairer lustre in Golconda's mines ; 
Her cheeks like roses in their morning pride, 
Array'd with blushing beauty fairly shone; 
Her lovly ringlets with celestial grace, 
That softly wav'd on her majestic neck, 
Pure as Arabian silk, and bright as gold, 
E'en Eve might envy, and her own despise : 
Her slender form that Venus' self might grace, 
Could move the flinty breast, and sooth a heart 
Hard as the stone, or adamantine rock, 
And melt the savage who delights in blood : 
Her whiter breast outvies the Alpine snow : 
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How fair the tint of her vermilion lip ! 

Her balmy breath more sweet than zephyr's 

breeze, 
Exceeds the fragrance of the southern gale : 
In short — obtain her— be it how it may — 
I must — I will. A convent's gloom contains 
This lov'ly treasure, this perfection's pride. 
So now, as twilight spreads its dusky gloom 
O'er all the earth, and night's o'ershad'wing veil 
Will soon envelope all, do thou prepare 
Two sable cloaks, which will our forms disguise : 
Then bid a chosen gallant band ascend 
The outer ramparts, while we hold a parle 
With the proud Abbess : and the signal giv* n, 
Break through the portal, seize the trembling 

maid, 
And bear her off in triumph — haste — despatch ! 

Seb. — I will, my lord, your high behest obey; 
On me depend — I will effect the deed. 

lExit Sebastian. 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



170 THE TTEAOT 



ACT III. 



Scene III. — Cjbsabio's Dying Speech. 

Enter Cjmario, in haste. 
Cjb.— Fight ! fight, my men ! one gallant ef- 
fort more ! [J&rti and Returns. 
All ! all is lost ! now, human aid is vain 
My lost, my vanquish'd fortunes to retrieve ! 
The die is cast — the fatal hour is come, 
When the dread-fierce Cesario's self must sink, 
Wrapt in the cold, the icy grasp of death ! 
'Hs true I've falTn— but still, despising odds, 
£*en fortune's self I dar'd, untam'd, oppose : 
Strove spite of fate to stem the torrent's tide ; 
And dar'd be valiant, while I dar*d be free ! 
Tis all in vain ! 'tis the decree of Heav'n, 
The threaten* d vengeance of my former crimes ! 
Yet, though 'tis so— no trampling foe shall lay 
With pompous boast my honours in the dust. 
Mine own rough arm shall close my bright career, 
Myself exulting, as myself I slay ! 
Yes, though each pow'r to crush me now combine, 
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Til fell, the glory of my honored line : 
In death itself my noble birth will prove, 
A splendid victim of ambition — love : 
Destructions verge, and dark abyss defy, 
And once a conq'ror, still unconquer'd die ! 
Yes, my bright course of radiant glory run, 
I'll face my end like India's tropic sun j 
Give one bright blaze of fierce and bloody light, 
Then sink, wide flaming, in eternal night. 
And though thus conscious of approaching fete, 
I now must perish, yet will perish great : 
And future ages shall through time admire, 
This last bright flashing of heroic fire ! 

[Stab* himself, and falls. 

Alarum. 

Hark! hark! the rout's began! Oh, for my 
strength! 

My wonted strength !— one hour of vigour- 
No!— 

The gushing blood denies it! — still once more 
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My sword I'll wield— stand friends— 6ght— 'tis in 

▼ain!— 
Thus sink my fortunes I— Off, base weakness ! 

—oh! 
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RICHARD CCEUR DE LION. 

A TRAGEDY, 
IN FIVE ACTS. 

Written tt the Age of Twelve Yean end a halt 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 
MEN. 
Saracens. 
Saladinb— Sultan of Egypt. 
Ikaum — His Minister and General. 
Alcanzob — Chieftain of the Black Standard. 

„ \ other Chiefs. 
KebimJ 

A i Brothers oTSaladine. 

Assad J 

Saracen Knights, Soldiers, *c. *c $c. 
Croisses. 
Ricbabd Cceue db L ion .—King of England. 
Leopold — Duke of Austria. 
Rollo— A creature of Leopold. 
Conbad— Marquis of Mbntserrat 
Hubbet db Buboh — Seneschal of Poitou. 
Abthcb— Earl of Hereford, andBrother toElfrida. 
Jambs— Duke of Norfolk. Lord High Constable 

of England. 
Alan — Duke of Bretagne. 
EoBBBT-^Jailor. 

Christian Knights, Soldiers, *c *c. *c. 
WOMEN. 
Eleanob — Queen Dowager of England. 
Elpbida — Daughter of Hubert De Burgh. 
Const antia — Her Confidante. 

Female Attendants on Queen Eleanor. 
[The Scene lies in Palestine.] 
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RICHARD CCEUR DE LION. 
ACT I. 

Scenb I # — A large Divan, — Saladine and his 
Emirs in Council. — Saladine is seated under on 
Eastern Canopy. — Soldiers attending. 

Sala.— Emirs, well met: ye have not thus been 
summon'd 
To the deep council of this full divan, 
To give attendance on a paltry rumour. 
Or force your patience to a vain debate 5 
But weighty matters, and alarming truths, 
Charged with high import, now must wake your 

prudence, 
And timely warn you of impending danger. 
Ye know, a restless and detested race 
Have, for these some years past, with impious 



O'er-ran, laid waste our lands. These blooming 
vales, 
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Which once array'd in beauty's glist'ning garb 
Breath'd all th* enchanting fragrance of the East, 
Have late too often witnessed the destruction, 
The ruthless ravage which these base invaders 
Trail in their rear — the shock of charging hosts 
Hath struck our mother earth to her foundations j 
And made men tremble, lest the yawning grave 
Yield up again their dead. But hold — my rage 
Transports my fancy where it should not wander. 
These self-same Christians, (misbelieving crew !) 
Spite of our Prophet and his holy law, 
Despite of fate, and our once dreaded arms, 
Again have thrown their armies on our coasts, 
Which, trembling, rock beneath the measur'd 

tread 
Of harness* d thousands ; seized on Acre's tow'rs, 
Where now the crescent bends beneath the cross, 
And further leading their victorious host, 
With cursed engines shake the tott'ring walls 
Of lofty Ascalon. It rests with us 
To drive them back, and send them home dis- 

grac'd, 
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A TRAGEDY. 177 

Lacking their fancied booty — 'Tis not treaty, 
Nor the base utt' ranee of a few cant words, 
Which will effect our purpose.— No, by Heav'ns! 
But arms are now requir'd. By our good scymeters 
We gain'd these regions ; by the same we'll keep 
Our fair possessions. — Arms I say and force 
Must now repel them — And as the fell serpent, 
Whom the unwary traveller with his tread 
Hath rous'd to rage, so shall we sting the villains ! 
So shall we — Yes ! while Saladine hath power 
To wield a sabre ! his bold example 
Shall rouze our Saracens to feats of valour, 
And gallant daring. Once more then we'll shine 
In blazing armour, and we'll give them battle 
E'en in their teeth.— Rise, Imaun, now, and speak 
What thy mind prompts thee. — Well I know thee 

brave, 
Dauntless in danger, and thy noble zeal 
Against the proud usurpers of our right : 

Proceed 

Imaun.— All puissant Prince, whose sov'reign 

powV 

N 
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Sways the vast regions of the eastern clime, 
If ever my poor stock of scanty wisdom 
Hath found approof in thy most princely mind, 
Oh ! deign to hear a soldier's timely counsel, 
And lend attention to the voice of reason. 
Again I wish to warn Thee of the danger 
Which round thy head in threatening ruin gathers; 
And if I dare presume to speak thus freely, 
My voice is not for fight — its doubtful chance 
Hangs on the smile, the fickle smile of fortune 5 
Whilst on her wings sits high-thron'd Victory, 
And from her car displays the wav'ring palm ; 
Who then can call it his ? no human foresight 
Can say, Mine is the chance, my arm shall gain it ; 
For the dread bolt of swift and clouded fate, 
Whilst the presuming wretch yet falsely triumphs, 
Dashes the fancied glory from his grasp, 
And, in his sight, presents it to another ! 
'Tis true, I hate — yes, with my utmost soul 
Abhor these Christians ! their deluded faith 
Provokes my anger, and hath fully roused it : 
But yet, their strength I dread ; with cautious step 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



A TRAGEDY. l79 

Let us proceed — their stern fanatic zeal 
Sweeps all before it, and their num'rous legions 
Pour like a torrent on us— let's avoid them : 
And if we now decline the doubtful battle. 
Their hungry thousands in an hostile country, 
Beset with foes, all fresh supplies cut off, 
Harassed and weary' d, with internal broils 
And private quarrels rent, will turn their edge 
Against themselves. — Then with these growing 

factions 
And fierce dissentions torn, while sickly famine 
Hangs on their rear, and with its vengeful sword 
Thins their close serried ranks, they soon will sink, 
And yield an easy conquest to our arms* 

Haboun. — (rising impatiently. J 
Hold coward, hold ! I can no longer brook 
Thy tame, reflecting, and insidious words : 
Hereto I've stifled, but with swelling heart, 
The flame which burns within me; but its rage 
Now bursts restraint— my choler shall find vent. 
Shame on thee ! — fear directs thy fluent tongue: 
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And while the smoother garb of caution veils it, 
Tia terror prompts thy cold deceitful language. 
And would ye thus persuade my royal Brother, 
With canting terms, yet deem'd most sage advice, 
To yield his country, e'en without a blow, 
To a curs*d crew of mean and dastard slaves, 
Who would profane with our fast streaming gore 
Our holy temples \ trample under foot 
Our sacred altars ; then with stern derision 
Rush o'er our corses, stahVd with Christian tread, 
To seek the loth embraces of our consorts, 
Seize our poor harmless infants in their grasp, 
Dash their smear*d brains against the flinty pave- 
ment; 
And — oh ! tis too much — where is the man 
Who would not rush to meet approaching death, 
With glowing breast, and leap into destruction, 
Rather than hear his torn and bleeding country, 
Gall'd by the yoke of slavish tyranny, 
Lament the loss of her last patriot champion ? 
And, whilst her tears bewail his hapless fall, 
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Groan with sad echo, to the clank of fetters ! 
Hear, holy Prophet, hear my patriot vow, 
Which thus 1 swear to sanction with the blood 
Of fallen Christians ! If none else will follow, 
If dastard fear hath chill'd each noble spark 
Of your once haughty spirits, 1 alone, 
Midst the huge wreck of Saracens untainted, 
Will rush to meet the hoarse Battalia's thunder 
Frowning with death; this keen and well-tried 

weapon 
Shall, when all other friends thus basely shrink, 
Ope wide a passage through yon dread array : 
So, if I seize by valour vict'ry's chance, 
I'll shine conspicuous in emblazon' d annals : 
And if I fall, I fall in glory's cause, 
There* to receive a crown — a wreath immortal ! 
Yes, Mah'met, yes ! from thy all-radiant throne 
Look down indignant, and with thunder's bolt 
Blast the accursed wretch whose coward heart, 
Chilled by the icy hand of trembling fear, 

9 Pointing to Heaven. 
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Would sell his wretched country to a Christian ! 
Assad.— And so say I. — While Heav'n permits 
me life, 
Ne'er will I cease to rouse our native bands, 
To march with zealous ardour, in the cause 
Of our most holy and much injur'd Prophet, 
Against a race of fawning hypocrites, 
Who can assume a smile, a viper smile, 
A flatt'ring aspect, flatt'ring to betray, 
E'en when their minds conceive the hellish plan 
To wrest our fair possessions from their masters. 
I've often warn'd You of the lurking danger 
Which doth attend these numerous caravans 
Of canting pilgrims, half-starv'd, whining her- 
mits, 
And the whole crew of such deceiving varlets : 
And now behold their raise and fangled speeches 
Have rous'd an army in their hateful quarrels, 
Whose num'rous hordes o'er-run our desart fields, 
Like a vast swarm of all-destructive locusts : 
Whose very armour, with terrific clang, 
Hath made our coasts prolong the varied echo, 
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Till men have started, lest th' avenging angel' 
Rise up in arms to blast the race of sin ; 
And widely fraught with terror and destruction, 
Hurl the wide fabric of the world to ruin ! 
Fight then, I say, for Mahomet, or Death ! 
Strike, now, for Allah ! and amid the shock 
Cry, with the words of my indignant brother, 
Whose noble soul revolts at dastard fear — 
A glorious vict'ry ! or immortal end ! 

Alcanzor. — Believe me, Prince,* thy two most 
royal brothers, 
Haroun and Assad, have most nobly spoken -, 
I'm for the field ! the field of instant battle ! 
Where vict'ry waits us with triumphant smiles -, 
And each brave Mussulman, in such a cause, 
Will feel his proud heart beat with conscious joy, 
When the shrill bugle wakes his soul to arms j 
And the loud neighing of impatient steeds 
Thrills through his ears in martial symphony : 
Whilst his high mind anticipates success, 
And routs yon Christians scattered o'er the plains. 
• To Saladine. 
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Zabed. — It is the voice of holy Mahomet 
That spurs our hearts.-— I give 1x17 voice for fight. 

Kbbim.— And I, and all, most great and so*'- 
reign Prince, 
Entreat Thee here to spurn all timid counsel, 
And quickly lead us to the field of fight 

Sala.— Well, be it so.— I'll lead ye forth to 
battle; 
Where 'midst the fierce alarums of the plain, 
Shall ye behold Me, with undaunted heart, 
Brave the dire storm of wing'd and feather* d death, 
Which the base dastards, from their crooked bows, 
Pour fast upon us — they have no avail 
Against the Faithful. — Ye shall see them bound, 
(As I confide in our great Prophet's aid,) 
From my tough target and emblaaon'd mail, 
Like shivering hailstones from a granite rock. 
I'll lead the charge, and with one cheering shout. 
We'll spur our Arab coursers to the stretch 5 
With vengeful sabres cut the string in twain; 
Break the long shafts— aye tame their quivVed 
pride, 
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While their proud archers strew the blood-dy'd 

ground.—- 
How now Imaun? thy looks speak discontent 
Imavv.— Alas ! dread Prince; I must confess 
my soul 
Swells with resentment when I see Thee led 
By such weak counsels and seductive words, 
To shame* defeat— yes, e'en decoy'd to death ! 
I see th* abyss, with dark unfhthom'd jaws, 
Ope to recehre Thee 5 while the depth below 
Yawns, as thy feet betray th* expecting victim. 
Thy noble soul, I know, brooks not restraint, 
Thy lofty nature spurns at all controul : 
But yet, consider the distracting woes 
Which, ifThoufall'st, thy friends, alas! must suffer, 
Thy much lov'd wives — thy sweet endearing babes, 
Stabb'd by the hand of some polluting slave \ 
Thy virgin daughters, with heart-rending cries, 
Imploring mercy, vainly, from a ruffian, 
The hapless victims of a conqu'ror's lust ! 
And well I know their vast and steely squadrons, 
Whose marshal!' d ranks condense in firm array, 
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Would not, without an hard contested struggle, 
Yield up the vict'ry to an hated foe, 
In numbers mighty, yet in skill inferior. 
Think too— and tremble at the dreadful sound ! 
Think on their Leader ! — Richard Cceub dm Lion ! 
Tifi He who leads them! He whose lkm heart 
Hath rous'd the world with these terrific storms; 
Whose nervous arm hath bound in iron chains 
TV all-dreaded bolt of universal fate; 
Made Fortune's self attendant on his frown, 
And wedded Vict'iy with the Ring of Fame ! 
Sald. — Imaun, no more ; — my swelling mind 
revolts 
At these untimely and unfit objections ; 
Name not to Me the boasted strength of Europe*— 
Her leagu'd usurpers, and infernal seal ! 
Think' st thou that I, the chief of Othman's race, 
Will basely shrink before an host of foes ) 
No ! though full twice their number fill the plain 
With marshaird ranks, and all in arms of proof, 
Would I rush on to seek their steely points, 
And shew the miscreants how to tempt despair ! 
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Think'st thou the name of their audacious Chief 
Shall make Me tremble ? What haa He to boast 
More than Myself ?— does Richard sound more 

great, 
With loftier tone, than Saladine, or Othkan > 
Nay — though that boasted title, Cceur de Lion, 
Inspire his army with presumptuous pride ; 
None shall, with justice say, that I, abashed, 
Shrunk from the phantom of an empty sound ! 
And [with irony] if we find this great all-puissant 

Champion 
As brave as fame's high swelling note reports, 
1*11 seek Him singly through yon Christian ranks j 
On Him alone I'll pour my boiling wrath; 
And, in the face of our insulted Prophet, 
Teach all to conquer, or at least to die ! 
Now then, ye chiefs, come near;— behold this 

scroll, 
Whereon I've sketch' d an advantageous plan, 
And drawn minutely your allotted posts. 
Imaun and Haroun, our right wing shall march 
Beneath your guidance and consummate care ; 
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So shall I temper fiery youth with prudence. 

To thee, Alcanzor, I resign the charge 

Of the Black Standard — thou deserv'st my trust ; 

And on the left command our troops — the chiefs 

Zared and Kerira, there will also march. 

Myself will lead the centre, where the warriors 

Shall, when they see their Sultan at their head, 

Speed with redoubled ardour 'gainst the foe. 

Assad, do thou amidst the mountain gloom, 

Arrange the firm and trusty bands of Mecca, 

And form the wile of predatory war, 

An ambuscade; then, when their hindmost troops 

Have pass'd beyond thee, sally on their rear: 

So shall we scatter them, and thus ensure 

The laurell'd wreath which vict'ry grants the 

brave ! 
And now, ye knights and soldiers, mark me!-* 

Thus 
I cast away* this badge of high distinction; 
And as the meanest soldier of our camp, 
Prepare to meet the hardships of the day. 

• Throwing his sceptre from him, and drawing his sword. 
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Draw forth your sabres ! let the glitt'ring flash 
Shine o'er the fields, 'till yon resplendent sun, 
High through the air, reflect the dazzling blaze ! 
Fear not the weapons of your adverse foes, 
For those that fell have greater gifts in store 
Than the short pleasures of this transient world : 
Think on the raptures of that blissful Paradise, 
Which our great Prophet gives unto the slain ! 
Methinks I see it full within my view, 
Its milky rivers, and its trees of gold ! 
Whilst Heav'nly Houris, (Oh ! enchanting fair !) 
Await your coming with extended arms ! 
E'en Mah'met's self now fights upon your side, 
And fiercely grasps the sabre of destruction : 
Then, to the charge!— -advance our glitt'ring 

banners! 
Bury the rowels in your panting steeds ! 
Pour, like a whirlwind, on the trembling foe 
To fight !— to vict'ry '.—forward !— and away 

[Exeunt, 
End of Scene the First 
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